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To the Reverend 
Mr, A Collier, M. A 


Hen we hs this Preſent 

to the. Celebrated Author 
of the View of the Immorality. and Pro- 
phanene/s of. the Stage, the i ; 
Reader will be apt tocharge us with 
a very indifferent Choice of a Patron, 
believing a Dramatical Oblation of 
Poetry muſt. find but cold Reception 


from facha Macenas Hand; And tis 9 


_ on this, Occaſion the 

may: but too naturally draw that | 
Concluſion from the firſt Aſpect of |} 
luck an Epiſtle Dedicatory. 4 


a has been miſtaken even in 
A 3 Matters 


World | | 


However, 
as it is not che firſt time chat Wan- = 


7 2 — 
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/ . : 
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The Epiſtle. 
Matters of weightier moment, we Le 
ſhall endeayour to confute that Po- [nel 
ular Cenſure, by not only doing Vi 
uſtice to the Character of ſo warm Sh 
a Champion of Virtue, ſo ſtrenuous O 
a Combatant againſt the Looſeneſs D. 
and Libertiniſm of the Preſent The- 
atrical Performances, but likewiſe ſo B: 
far defend the Merits of the ſmall Pi 
Preſent we now make you, as toſ its 
render it even worthy the Acceptance &e 


of a Jeremy Collier. * Pr 


in all the rigid Virtue and Chaſtity . 


3 the Ancient Hierarchy aſcrib'd tothe 


their Cynthian Godeſs, as Divine a 
Maiden Profeſſor as that Cold- rein di ov 


Deity was repreſented, twas poſſible ov 
ſtill to tune a Song, tho twas ot}, 


Love it ſelf, fo ſhiningly dreſs d u ſu 


in the Graces of Modeſty, and ſoſlo 


i beautify'd with Honour and Inno- b 
1 cence, 28 might be ſung at the w. 
c 4a 
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The Epiſtle. 
Levi of a Diana: A Lucrece and 4 Cor- 
nelia might herd even with her own 
Virgin Train, and approach her very 
Shrine, without giving either an 
Offence or a Bluſh to fo reſerv'd a 
Divinity. 9 WIC L 
Tis much, Worthy Sir, on the ſame 
Baſis of Defert, that this Dramatical 
I Piece we now tender you has founded 
its juſt Pretenſion of ſelecting Your 
e Self, for a Patron: For this is the 
Product of an nntainted Muſe ; an 
y Academical Birth, uſher d firſt into 
ojthe Light by the hand of an Alma 
al Hater for its Lucina. "Twas in her 
diown ſerener Air, on the Banks of her 
lelown | Chryſtal Cham, that purer 
pt Eypocrene Stream, her Randolph only 
p lung; not a Conception of that 

looſer Poetry, the Product of that 
o- muddier Helicon Strand, where the 
he whole Flux and Reflux of all the 


—— — — — . 


"4 giddy 


| Ihe Epiſtle. 
_ giddy{Vanities. of the World come 
rowlingi from the Thames 's pouring 
Urn to this Licentious Cit 7. 

For its farther Recommendation 
to your favourable! Entertainment, this 
Poetical Labour was compiledi in an 
Age when the Stages Levity was not 
growa ſo hardy; when Prophaneneſi 
and Inmmoraliiy were not altogether ſo 
barefac'd: in the wide Theatre of the 


Mord, much leſs beneath the narrower it 


Playbouſe-Roof Fi: When Men knew, 
how to be Hitey without being 
Lewd ; and when (anting Deluſiani ſir 
and. Hypocritical Somerneſs were but in ca 
dei Infancy, "Twas then the Genius pl 
of our Author (to prevent the growth 

of Crimes be ſaw come ſtealing on) 
Was mov di to repreſent the: Odjoul hy 


nels enge ts Ars andſih 
ſbewy (as / in a Glass) 0 Spots an q n. 
ue ei Hlurdan, Like; We 
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Ne Ppiſtles 
erform d wich ſo much Art- aud 
ment, as juſtly gain d him the 
Applauſe of all who ſaw it on the 
e, and has ſince recommended it 
o the Publick in many Impreſſions. 
Theſe ſeveral Impreſſions we have 
&xamin'd, and finding them tobe 
Fery Erroneous, have us d our utmoſt 
e in correcting, that ſo it may 
appear in the World perfect; av it 
rves; A Piece not intended ſo 
much for the Diverſion of a Publick 
Stage, as that of a Frivate Cloſet, a 
unſmall Volume of Univerſity. Wit, 
in calculated (as we may call it) for the 
Place of its own Nativity, being a 
Compoſition of that Innocent Poetry, 
hat neither ſliam'd the Autbor that 
Sprite, the Age that produc'd'it, nor 
nc 


cnoffenſive to Morals or Religion, as 
Cmnot unworthy the Honour of an Ad- 
__ miſſion 


The Hand that receivd it; ſo wholly _ fl 


I 
miſſion amongſt the Maſſier Volumes che 
of Learning and Divinity, into the chi 
Study of a Collegiate Profeſſor, and an 
there at ſeaſt to take the Left-hand |Sh 
of a Herbert himſelf. Or 
VWoudd all the Poetical Mirrours of 
tis later Age ſhew no wotſe Faces 
= in them than in our Muſes Looking- 
| Glaſs, Had the Language of Poetry 
| never launch'd beyond the Style of! 
+.» e 


{ . ö ' 
: ; . 
l 1 . 4 'Y , 
A - « : 
"_—_ ——— Omnia ic 
| : * 1 » ”- * | * * 
9 : . N * p * 
53 v7 et — — 
1 5 . . — 0 - 6 
: \ =» 

» 9 . 7 * 


The Muſes, the true Virgin Daugh- 
ters of Apollo, had ues ty their 
Native Virtue, and the Stage had 
never had an occaſion of waking 


the Genius of a (ollier for its Cor- 
rection. i 


Unde: 


The Epiſtle. 
Under the Umbrage therefore of 


s thele Recommendatory lities , 
e this little Book revives into the World, 


— — — 


d Shelter under your own Generous 
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Dramatis 


Bn Caunus 
owerdew 
oſcius \ Orgy 


11 
A deform'd Fellow. 
Comed 


Ao 
Alaſon 
Eiron 


USES Looking Glaſs. f 


— — 


Aus 1. Scen 1. 


nter Bird 4 n and Mrs. . i fe 
to a Haberdaſher of ſmall Wares; the one having 
bronght Feathers to the Play-Houſe ; the other Pins 
and Looking-glaſſes ; two of the l Fraternity 
of Black- Fryers. 


8 E Brother, how the wicked throng and 


crowd 


To Works of Vanity! Not a nook or corner 
In all this Houſe of Sin, this Cave of Fil- 
thine is, 
his Den of ſpiritual Thieves, bur ir is taff d, Se 
cuffed, and ſtuff'd full as is a Cuſhion & 
Vich the lewd Reprobare. | 
Bird. Siſter, were there nor before Inns ? 
es, I will ay Inns, for my Zeal bids me 
ay filch Inns, enough to harbour ſuch - 
5 travell'd to Deſtruction the broad way 3 L 
zut they build more and more, mere Shops of Saran? 
Flowrd, Iniquity aboundeth, though pure Zeal 
each, preach, buff, puff, and ſnuff ar ir, yer ſtill, 
Prill ir aboundeth. —Had we ſeen a Church, 
Ne · built Church, erected North and South, 
t had been ſomething worth rhe e 1 
Bird. Good Works are done. Rain 
Flowrd. I ſay no Works are good; 
ood Works are meerly i and Apocry pl, 


big 
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Call Play-Houſes the Colleges of Tranſgreſſion, 


The MUSES = 0 
Bird. But th bad abound, ſurround, yea and conform 


No marvel now if Play-houſes increaſe, 7 

For they are all grown ſo obſcexe of late, N. 

That one begets another. 24 
Flowrd. Flat Fornication ! 

I wonder any body rakes delight 


To hear them prattle. 
Bird. Nay, and T have heard 
That in a Tragedy I think they call ir, 
They make no more of killing one another, 
Than you ſell Pins. 
Flowrd. Or you ſell Feathers, Brother. 
But are they not hang d for it ? 
Bird. Law grows partial, 
And finds ir bur Chance-medly. And their Comedies 
Will abuſe You, or Me, or any Body; 
We cannot put our Monies to increaſe 
By lawful Uſury, nor break in quiet, 
or put off our falſe Wares, nor kee 
Finer chan others, but our Ghoſts mul 
Upon their Stages. 
Flowrd. Is not this flat Conjuring, 
To make our Ghoſts to walk e're we be dead ? 
Bird. That's nothing, Miſtriſs Flowrdew,they will pla 
The Knave, the Fool, the Devil and all for Money. 
Flow. Impiety l O that men indued with Reaſon 
have no more Grace in em 
Bird. Be there not other 
5 
ay nformers, Jaylors, and Apparitors, 
Beadles, and I; — , the needful Inſtrumen 
Ot the Republique? bur to make themſelves 
Such Monſters | for they are Monſters, th are Monſter 
Baſe, finful, ſhameleſs, ugly, vile, deform d, 
Pernitieus Monſters. 
Flow. T have heard our Vicar 
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Wherein the ſeven deadly Sins are ſtudy d. 


Bir 
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Looking-Glafe. 3 
\ Bird. Why then the City will in time be made 
An Univerſity of Iniquity. 4 
We dwell by Black-Fryers College, where I wonder 
How that prophane Neſt of pernitious Birds 
Dare rooſt themſelves, there, in the midſt of Us, 
o many good and well diſpoſed Perſons | 
O Impudence ! 
Flow. It was a zealous Prayer 
I heard a Brother make, concerning Play-Houſes. 
Bird, For Charity what is it ? 
Flow. That the Globe, 
Vherein (quoth he) reigns a whole World of Vice, i 
Had been conſum'd ; Phenix burnt ro Aſhes; -— Wil 
The Fortune whipr for a blind Whore ; Black-Fryers, .* 
ie De wonders how it ſcap d demoliſhing | 
th' time of Reformation: Laſtly, be wiſh'd 
he Bull might croſs the Thames to the Bear-Garden, 
\nd there be ſoundly baited. 
Bird. A good Prayer. 
Flow, Indeed it ſomething pricks my Conſcience, 
come to ſell em Pins and Lodkiop theta. 
Bird. I have their Cuſtom too for all their Feathers 2: 
is fir that we which are fincere Profeſſors 
Jl Should gain by Infidels. 


Enter Roſcius a Player. 


r. Reſcius, we have brought the things you ſpoke for. 
Roſc. Why tis well. mo"! 
Flow. Pray, Sir, whar ſerve they for ? 

Reſe. We uſe them in our Play. 

Bird. Are you a Player ? ... 

Roſc. I am, Sir: what of that? 
Bird. And is it lawful ? 

dod Siſter, lets convert him. Will you uſe 
So fond a Calling ? a 
Flow. And ſo impious ? 

Bird. So irreligious ? 
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LEES 


His Folly bears him: Boldly I dare ſay, 


4. The MUSES 


We ſer an Uſurer, to tell this Age 


Satan ſhall ſee we dare defie his Engines. 


Flow. So tnwarrantable ? 

Bird, Only to gain by Vice ? 

Flow. To live by Sin 
Roſe, My * is up.— And live not yon by Sin? 
Take away Vanity, and you both may break. 

What ſerves your lawful-Trade of ſelling Pins, 
Bur to joynt Gew-gaws, and to knit together 
Gorgets, Strips; Neck-cloths, Laces, Ribbonds, Ruff, 
And many other ſuch like Toys as theſe, 
To make the Baby Pride a pretty Puppet? 
And you (ſweet Featherman) whoſe Ware, tho” ligh 
Oreweighs your Conſcience, what ſerves your Trade 
Bur to 275 Folly, to give Pride her Wings, | 
To deck Vain-glory ? ſpoiling the Peacock's Tail, 
T' adorn an Idiot's Coxcomb ? O dull Ignorance! 
How ill tis underſtood whar we do mean 

For good and honeſt | They abuſe our Scene, 

And ſay we live by Vice: indeed tis true, 

As the Phyficians by Diſeaſes do, 

Only to cure em: They do live, we ſee, 

Like Cooks, by pamp'ring Prodigaliry, 

Which are our fond . On the Stage 


— - 
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How ugly looks his Soul: A {00m oo 
Is taught by us how far from libera 


There has been more by us in ſome one Play 
Laugh'd into Wir and Verrue, than have been 
By twenty redions Lectures drawn from Sin, 
And foppiſh Humours ; Hence the Cauſe doth riſe, 
Men are not won by th Ears ſo well as Eyes. 
Firſt ſee what we preſent, £ 
_ Flow. The ſight is able 5 
T' unſanctify our Eyes, and make em carnal. 
Roſc. Will you condemn without Examination? 
Bird. No, Siſter, let us call up all our Zeal, 
And try the ſtrength of this Temptation: | 


» 
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Flow. I am content. ; % Ro 


TLooking-Glaſs. * 5 
Roſes Then rake your place here 3 I will come to 
und moralize the Plot. (you, 


Flow. That Moralizing 
do approve, it may be for Inſtruction. 


Enter a deformed Fellow. 


Defor« Reſcius, 1 hear you have a new Play to day: 
Roſe. We want not you to play 
pretty natural Vizard ! 
Defor. What have you there ? 
Roſe. A Looking-glaſs, or two. 
Defor. Wa tun gs are they ? 
Pray let me ſee ee bee 
F'ave ſeen a Devil. Looking · glaſſes call you them 2 
2 is no Baſilisk but a Looking: glaſs. 
Roſe. Tis your own. Face on ſaw. 
Defor. My own l thou li 
4 nor be ſuch a Monſter for the World. 
Refe. Look in it now with me. What ſeeſt W 
Defor. An Angel and a Devil. 
Roſe. Look on thar 
Thou call'dt an Angel 3 mark ir well, and tell me} 
ir not like my ? 
Defor. As cwere the ſame. 
Nc. Why ſo is chat like thine: Doftthod nor ſee d 
is not the Glaſs, but thy 
That makes this ugly ſha 
FT bar view the Glass fu Ne 
by eee The Soul fees her Face vi 
> and has no other Glaſs. 10 | 
Barer. n then fare wel, for I had rather ſee Pi 
Mithan « Looking glas or Comedy. Exit Hf e 
Roſe. And yet, makinks, if twere not for chis Glaſs, 
Wherein the form of Man beholds his Grace, 
We could not find another way to ſee 
ow near our apes gh approach Divinity. 
ales, 8 fs will your Glaſs deride, 
ind ſay ic is an 6 f 
2 5 


- 


N you be fair, how truly fair ye be: 


Tth' City may be ſome as well as there) 


I !Vbe Comick Mirrour, and the Tragedy: 


Ill ſhew you both.— Thalia, come and bring 


The MUSES 


I will commend you for it; there you fee; 


Where finding beautious Faces, I do know 
You'll have the greater Cate to keep em fo. - 
A heavenly Viſion in your Beauty lies, 

Which Nature harh deny'd to your own Eyes: 
Were it not pity. You alone ſhould be 
Debarr d of that others are bleſt to ſee 8 

Then take your Glaſſes, and your ſelves enjoy 
The Benefit of your ſelves; it is no toy, oy 
Though Ignorance at ſlight Eſteem hath ſer her, 
That will preſerve us good, or make us better. 
A Country Slur (for ſuch ſhe was, rhough here 


Kepr her Hands clean, (for thoſe being always ſeen 
Had told her elſe how ſlurtiſh ſhe bad been) 
But had her Face as naſty as the Stall | 
Of a Fiſhmonger, or a Ulurer's Hall 
Daub'd ore with Dirt: One might have dar'd to ſay, 
She was a true e of Prometheus Clay, 1 
Nor yet inform'd.: And then her matted Hair 
Dreſt up with Cobwebs, made her hag-like ſtare: 
One day within her Pail (for Country Laſſes 

air Ladies) have no other Locking-glaſſes:) 

he ſpied her Uglineſs, and fain ſhe would 
Have bluſh'd, if thorough ſo much Dirt ſhe could: 
Aſham'd, within that Water, that I ſay 
Which ſhew'd her Filth, ſhe waſt'd her Filrh away: 
So Comedies, as Poets do intend 'em, 
Serve firſt to ſhew our Faults, and then to mend em. 
Upon our Stage two Glaſſes oft there be, \s 


The Comick Glaſs is full of merry Strife, 

The low Reflection of a Country Life; 

Grave Tragedy, void of ſuch homely Sports, 

Is rhe {ad Glaſs of Cities and of Courts. — 


Thy Buskin d Siſter, that of Blood doth ſing. 
18 


Enter 


Looking-Glafs. 
Enter Comedy, Tragedy, Mime, Satyre. 


N Why do you ſtop ? Go on. 
Trag. I charge him ſtay. 
My Robe of State, Buskins, and Crown of Gold, 
Claim a Priority 
Com. Your Groen of Gold 
Is but the Wreath of Wealth; tis mine of Lawrel 
Is Vertues Diadem : This grew green and n 
When Nature, pitying poor Mortality, 
Hid thine within the Bowels of the Barth: 
Men looking up to Heaven, found this that's mine; 
Digging ro d out Hell, chey lit on thine. 
Trag. I know you have Fongue enough. 
Com, Beſides, my Birth- right 
Gives me the firſt Poſſeſſion. 
Trag. How |! your Birth-right! 
Com. Yes, Siſter, Birth right: and a Crown befides, 
Put on before the Altar of Apollo. 
By his dear Prieſteſs Phenomoe, ſhe that firſt, 
Full of her God, rag d in Heroique Numbers. 
Trag. How came it then the Magiſtrate decreed 
\ publick Charge to furniſh out my Chorus, 
hen you were fain t appear in Rags and Tatters, 
ind at your own Expences ? 3, : 
Com, My Reward 1 
Came after, my Deſerts went AR yours, 
. Trap. Deſerts! yes! what Deſerts! when like a 
ou took a poor and beggerly Pilgrimage (Gypſie 
a; From Village unto Village! when I then, 
s a fir Ceremony of Religion, 
n my full State contended at the Tomb 
Of mighty Theſeus ! 
Come. I, before that time, 
Did chaunr our Hymns in praiſe of great Apollo, 
4 he Shepherds Deity, whom they reverence 
nder the Name of Nomius, in remembrance - 
ow with them once he kept Admetus Sheep, — -—-——=_ 
1 17 8 And; BB 


ater 
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| And, cauſe you urge my Poverty, what were you ? 
— Iill Sophoeles laid guilt upon your Buskins, 
| You bad no Ornaments, no Robes of State, 
No rich and glorious Scene. Your firſt Beneſactors, b 
Who were they, bur the reeling Prieſts of Bacchus 2 
For which a Goat gave you Reward and Name. 
Trag. But, Siſter, who were yours, I pray, but ſuch 
As chaunted forth religious, .bawdy Sonnets, 
In honour of che fine ehaſt God Priapus ? 

Come. Let Age alone, Merit muſt plead our Title. 

Trag. And hee you then the forehead to comend ? | 
I ſtalk in Princes Courts; great Kings, and Emperors, | 
From their cloſe Cabinets, and Council- Tables, 
Yield me the fatal Matter of my Scene. 

Come. Inferior Perſons, and * lighter Vanities, 
(Of which this Age, I fear, is grown too fruitful,) 
Yield Subjects various enongh to move 
Plentiful Laughter. 

Trag. Lauster! a ſit Object 


— — — — — 
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For Po ha 
Com. Les, 
| In Man eſſential to his X 
— Tre 
|| n and chat frights the guilty * 
From his dear Sins: He chat ſees Oedi pu: 
Inceſtuous, ſhall behold him blind withal. Wy 
Who views Oreſtes as a Parricide, | 
Shall ſee bim laſh'd with Rote: too; Th Ambiticus 8 
Shall fear Prometheus Vultur; Daring Gluttony 309 
Stand frighted at the ſight of Tantalus : To 
And every Family great in Sins as Blood, Ta 
Shake at the Memory of Pelops Houſe. By | 
Who will rely on Fortunes giddy Smile, 
That has ſeen Priam acted on the Stage? Ne 


Com. Tou move with Fear, I work as much with 8 
A thing more powerful in a generous Breaſt — 
Who os an eating Paraſite abus d; \ lat 
| A covetous Baud laugh'd at; an ignorant Gull 

Wl Cheated a glorious Soldier kick d, and baffſd Ah», 


Looking-Glafs. 
A crafry Servant whipr ; a niggard Churl 


k (pruce fantaſtick Courtier, a mad Roarer, 
\ jealous Tradeſman, an over-weening Lady, 
Or corrupt Lawyer, rightly perſonated, 
Bur (if he have a bluſh) will bluſh, and ſhame 
well to act thoſe Follies as to own em? 
Trag. The Subject of my Scene is in the Perſons 
Greater, as in the Vices ; Atheiſts, Tyrants, 
oOrre-daring Favourites, Traitors, Paraſites, 
he Wolves and Cats of State, which in a Language 
igh as the Men, and loud as are their Crimes, 
chunder forth with Terrour and Amazement 
Unto the gaſtly wond'ring Audience. 
Satyre. And as my Lady takes deſerved place 
Df thy light Miſtreſs, fo yield thou ro me, 
antaſtick Mime. | 
Mime. Fond Satyre, why to thee 3 5 
Sat. As the Attendant of the Nobler Dame, 
And of my ſelf more worthy. 
Mime. How! more worthy ? 
Sat. As. one whoſe Whi of Sreel can with a Laſh 
mprint the Characters of Shame ſo deep, 
ven in the brazen Forehead of proud Ba, 
hat not Eternity ſhall wear ir out. 
V hen T but frown'd in my Lucilius Brow, 
[Each conſcious Cheek grew Red, and a cold trembling 
us Freez d the chill Soul; while every guilry Breaſt 
drood fearful of Diſſection, as afraid 
To be anaromiz'd by that skilful Hand; 
And have each Artery, Nerve, and Vein of Sin 
By it laid open to the publick Scorn. 
have untruſs d the proudeft ; prone Tyrants 
ave quak d below my powerful Whip, half dead 
ith Expectation of the ſmarting Jerk, 5 
hoſe Wound no Salve can cure: each blow doth leave 
X laſting Scar, that with a Poyſon eats 
nto the Marrow of their Fames and Lives; 


Hoarding up Dicing-Moneys for his Son ; _ | 


FI h*erternal Ulcer to their Memories! What Wn. 
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10 The MUSES 
What can your Apiſh fine Geſticylazjons, 
My manlike Monkey, Mime, vie, to this ? = 
Mime. When Men through Sins were grown un- 
like the Gods, | 
Apes grew to be like Men; therefore I think 
My Apiſh Imitation, Brother Beadle, 
Does as good Service ro reform bad Manners, 
As your proud Whip, with all his Ferks, and Jerks.— 
The * when they ſtrove t expreſs the Loath. 


| Of Drunkenneſs ro their Children, brought a Slave, 
| 


Some captive Helot, overcharg'd with Wine, 
Reeling in thus; His Eyes ſhot out with ſtaring, b& 
A fire in his Noſe, a burning Redneſs 
Blazing in either Cheek, his Hair uprighr, 
His Tongue and Senſes faltring, and his Stomach 
O'reburder'd ready to diſcharge her Load 
In each Man's Face he mer, This made em ſee, 
And hate that Sin of Swine, and not of Men. 
Would I expreſs a Complemental Yourh, 
That thinks himfelf a ſpruce and expert Courtiet, 
Bending his ſupple Hams, kiſſing his Hands, 
; Hogpyging Shoe-ftrings, ſcruing his writh'd Face 
+ To, ſeveral Poſtures c 
Dancing an Entertainment to his Friend, 
Who would not think it a ridiculous Motion ? 
| Vet ſuch there be, that very much pleale themſelves 
I]] ſuch like Antick Humours. To our own Sins 
1 We will be Moles, even to the groſſeſt of em: 
Bur in another's Life we can ſpy forth 
| The leaſt of Faults, with Eyes as ſharp as Eagles, 
5 Or the Epidaurean Serpent: Now in me, 
Where Self. love caſts not her Egyptian Miſts, 
They find this miſ-becoming Foppilhneſs, 
And afrerwards apply ir.ro themſelves : 
This (Satyre) is the uſe of Mimique Elves. 
Trag. Siſter, let's lay this poor Contention by, 
And Fendi live together; if one Womb wy 


Ag — — — — = - 


ould hold us both, why ſhould we think this room 
{Too narrow to contain us? On this Stage 
eu plead a Tryal ; and in one year contend 
hich thall do beſt : That paſt, She then that ſhall, 
the moſt ſacred and imparrial Judgment 
four Apollo, beſt deſerve the Bays, 
hall hold th entire Poſſeſſion of the Place. 
come. I were unworthy, if I ſhould 
* PF al from his Tribunal; Be ir ſo: 

Noubt not but his Cenſure runs with me; 
ever may any thing that's {ad and tragical, 
are to approach his Preſence; let him be 
d happy as to think no Man is wretched, 
that there is a thing called Miſery. 
Trag. Such is my Prayer, that he may only ſee, 
ot be the Subject of a Tragedy 
ſter, a Truce till then. That Vice may bleed, 
t us joyn Whips together. 
. Tis * 4 | 
ime, Let it be your Office to 
e Mask which we intended. r 
Mime. "Tis my Care. Exeunt. 


y hence, Idolatry will overtake us. 

Roſci. It was a Mask ſhe ſpoke of, a rude Dance 
eſented by the ſeven deadly Sins. 

Bird. Still tis a Maſs, Siſter, away; I tell you 
is a Maſs, a Maſs of vile Idolatry. 

Reſci. Tis bur a ſimple Dance, brought in to ſhew 
he native Foulneſs and Deforn.ity 

f our dear Sin, and whar an ugly Gueſt 

e enterrains, admits him to his Breaſt ! 


es 


Song and Dance. 


in 4 Dance how ſhall we go, 


Say, 
That never could a Meaſure know ! 


How 


Flowr, How did ſhe ſay? a Maſs ? Brother, fly hence, 
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How ſhall we ſing to pleaſe the Scene 
That never yet could keep a Mean 2? 

' Diſorder is the Mas we bring, 
And Diſcords are the Tunes we ſing. 
No ſound in our harlh Ears can find a place, 
But higheſt Trebles, or the loweſt Baſt. 


Flow. See Brother, if Mens Hearts and Conſcience; 
Had not been ſear d, and cauteriz'd, how could they 
Affect theſe filthy Harbingers of Hell 1 
Theſe Proctors of Beelxebub, Lucifer's Hlach. boys! 


Roſe, I pray ye ſtir your ſelves within a while. 
| Exeunt:-B. GF 
Roſcius Solus. f 


And here, unleſs your favourable Mildnels 
Wich hope of Mercy do encourage us, 
Our Author bids us end: He dares not venture, 
Neither what's paſt, nor that which is to come, 
Upon his Country, tis ſo weak and impotent, 

It cannot ſtand a Tryal ; nor dares hope 

The Benefit of his lergy bur it Rigour 

Sit Judge, muſt of Neceſſity be condemn'd 

To Vulcan or the Spunge : All he can plead 

Is a defire of Pardon ; for he brings you 

No Plot at all, but a meer Olla Podrida, 

A Medly of ill-plac'd, and worſe penn d Humours. 
His Deſire was in ſingle Scenes to ſhew 

How Comedy preſents each ſingle Vice 
Ridiculous, whoſe Number, as their Character, 
He borrows from the Man to whom he owes 
All rhe poor Skill he has, great Ariſtotle. 

Now if you can endure to hear the reſt, 
Yeare weleome; if you cannot, do but tell 
Your meaning by ſome ſign, and all farewel. 
If you will ſtay, reſolve to pom firſt ; 

Our Author will deſerve it by offending, 

Yer if he miſs a Pardon, (as in Juſtice 


ou cannot grant it, though your Mercy may, 
till he bach this left for a Comfort to him, J 
T har he has pick d a Subject ot his Rhime, | 


- 
* 


ay loſe perchance his Credit, not his Time. 
Finis Aus 1. 


Acrus z. SCENA,r... 
Reſcims. Bird. Fladen. 
oſc, T4 your Places. The firſt that we preſent are 


the Extremes of a Vertue neceſſary in our Con- 
nation, call'd Comitas, or Courteſie; which, as all. 
ber Vertues, hath her Deviations from the Mean. The 
xe Colax, that to ſeem over-Courteous, falls into a ſer- 
ile Flattery ; the other (as Fools fall into the Contraries' 
ich they ſhun) is Diſcolus, who hating to be a a ſla- 
2 1 ite , grows into Peeviſhneſs and impertinent 
ſt At. | | n | 


Flowy; I thought you taught two Vices for one Vertue. 
Ryſe. So does Philoſophy. But the Actors enter. 


Enter Colaæ and Dyſcolus. 


s. I Colax, How far they fin againſt Humanity 
har uſe you thus! Believe me, tis a Symptom 
Barbariſm and Rudeneſs, ſo to vex 

gentle, modeſt Nature as yours is. 
Dyſco, Why doſt Thou vex me then? 
Colax. I ? Heaven defend! 
ly Breeding has been better; I vex you! 
ou that I know ſo vertuous, juſt, and wile, 
d pious and religious, ſo admir'd, 
enn 
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Dyſc. Wilt thou not leave me then, 
, ernal Torture ? Could your Cruelty find 
2 oy No 


* 
_ —_—" = 


— - 


= = i —— —ͤ— 


— — Gs * — 
a — — * 


3 
z 

. of 

wy 


— — — — — — — — — — — —— — 


14 The MUSES” 

No n chat you thought broad enough 
W | To bear the Load of all theſe Epithers? 
Pious ? Religious ? He e a FocL 
Vertuous 5 and Juſt? Sir, Did Iever cheat you, 
Coren, or gull you, that you call me Juſt 


Of all the World ; che Scoff of all the World ! 
Colax, The World is grown too vile then. 
Dyſc. So art thou. 
ll | 1 I am turn d ridiculous! 
| Cdax. You ay yep _ 
| But tis an impious Age: There was « Time; 
if . tis ſo good ood a Time had Wings 
1 IN by way,) hen Reverence was paid 
il a gray Head ; 'rwas held a Sacrilege 
I: | Not expiable, to deny Reſpect 
| Io one, 1 of your Years and Gravity. 
. Dyſe. M y Years and Gravity! Why, how old am I? 
I am not Rotten yer, or grown ſo Rank | 
As I ſhould ſmell och Grave. O Times, and Manners! 
Mell Colax, well; go on: Lou may abuſe me, 
Poor Duſt and Aſhes, Worms meat. Tears & Gravi 
He rakes me for a Carcaſs | What ſee you 
{| Socrazyin ine ? I have half my Teeth: 


: , 


1 
| | And Vermous > Lam grown the common Scoff 
| 


viry 


(|; I fee with Spectacles, do I nor Y and can walk toe 
Wich rh' Benefit of my Staff, mark if I cannot 
Blut you, Sir, at your pleaſure, with Years & Gravity 
[| 2 Think me decrepid. 

[| Colax. How d Decrepid, Sir 
I fee young Roſes bud within your Cheeks ; 
And a quick active Blood run free and freſh 
ll Thorough your Veins. . 
Dyſco. I am turr'd Boy again! 
A very ftripling School- Boy 1 8 
The Itch — Ribes ? am T not ſcabb d and mangy 


a 2 fa foo jw # mu aco a.m mic. 
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| 1 About the Wriſts and Hams 2 : 

| Eolax. Still Dyſcolus ?—— 

| Doſe. Dyſcolus ! and "I Dyſcolus 2 when * 
row 

I | 


Ml BY 4: „ MY bud 


 Looking-Glafs. iy | 
Grown ſo ſamiliar ? Dyſcolus! by my Name 
Sure we are Pylades and Oreſtes ! are we not ? A 
Speak good Py/ades. | 3 T3 
Collax. Nay, worthy Sir, i fi 
Pardon my Error, twas without Intent 
Of an Offence. Til find ſome other Name 
To call you by ——— | 
Dyſc. What do you mean to call me ? | 
Fool ? Aſs or Knave ? my Name is not ſo bad, | 
As that I am aſham'd ont. i 
Colax. Still you take all worſe than it was meant, hi 
You are too jealous. 18 \ 
Dyſe. Jealous! I ha no cauſe fort, my Wife's honeſt ; - i 
Doſt ſee my Horns? Doſt Þ if thou doſt, | . 
Write Cuckold in my Forehead ; do, wrire Cuckold 
With Aqua- fortu, do. Jealous! I am jealous ! | 
Free of the Company ! Wife, I am jealous! 
Colax. I mean ſuſpitious.. | 
Dy/c. How ſuſpitious? 4: 
For what ? for Treaſon, Felony, or Murder 5 
Carry me to the Juſtice ; bind me over 
For a ſuſpirious Perſon : 2 bye too 
For 98 Perſon! O, O, O, 13 
Some courteous Plague ſeize me, and free my Soul 
From this immortal Torment: Ape Sos 
I meer with is Vexation, and this, chi 
Is the Vexation of Vexations, | 
The Hell of Hells, and Devil of all Devils ! _— 
=o ror prone fret not 5 good old Gentleman. 1 
Dye. Oh: have I not yer Lorments great enough, 
But you muſt add to my Afﬀiction 2 1 
Eternal Silence ſeize you 
Colas. Sir, we ſtrive | 1 
To pleaſe you, but you ſtill miſconſtrũe us; | 
Dyſc; I'muſt be pleas d l a very Babe, an Infant ! 
I muſt be pleas'd ! give me ſome Pap, or Plums: 
Buy me a Rattle, or a Hobby-Horſe, << 
To till me, do L Be W Woud | have me get 
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16 | The MUSES 
A Parame to be flatter d? | 
Colax. How |! a Paraſite! | 
A cogging, flatt'ring, ſlaviſh Paraſite ! 
Things I abbor and hate. Tis not the Belly 
Shall make my Brains a Captive. Flarrerers ! 
Souls below Reaſon will not ſtoop ſo low 
As to give up their Liberty; only Flatterers 
Move by another's Wheel. They have no Paſſions 
Free to themſelves. All their Affections, 
Qualities, Humours, Appetites, Deſires, 
Nay wiſhes,vows and pray rs, diſcourſe and thoughts, 
Are but another's Bond- man. Let me tugg 
At the Turk's Galleys; be eternally 
Damn d to a Quarry : In this State my Mind 
Is free. A Flatterer has nor Soul nor Body. 
I; WharfhallI ay ? No, I applaud your Temper, 
That in a generovs Braveneſs takes Diſtafte 
At ſuch whoſe ſervile Nature ſtrive to pleaſe you. 
|... Tis Royal in you, Sir WW 
1 | Dyſc. Ha] What's that ? | 
C | Colax. A Feather ſtuck upon your Cloak. 
Dyſe. A Feather! /, ., 
| Ang: have you to do with my Feathers ? 
hy ſhould you hinder me from telling th* World 
Ido not he on Flock- Beds? | 
| Colax. Pray be pleas'd. | 
— I bruchid it off for meer Reſpect I bear you. 
Duc. Reſpect |. a fine Reſpect, Sir, is it nor, 
Io make. the World believe I nouriſh Vermin? 
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1 Worms | 
Wichout Tongues to rgrment us, ler 'em have 
[|]  Whar Teeth they wil I meer not here an Object, 
Bar adds to my Affliction! Sure I am not 
A Man; I could nor then be ſo ridiculous : 
| My Ears are overgrown, Iam an Als ; 
I 1s my Ears they gaze at. What ſtrange Hargy, 
+ Centaur or Gorgon am I turn d into? 


| 
| 
) 
| 
TH | 


O Death! Death! Death! if that our Graves hatch 


What 


FH LTa£-. 
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What Cirae wrought i 
If I be a Beaſt, ſhe mig Kr A 


Or ſomething not ridiculous O Aeon, 

If Ido branch like thee, it is my Fortune 
Why look they on me elſe ?\ There is within 
A Glaſs they ſay, ibat has- ſtrange * in it; 3 
That ſhall reſolve me. I will in to ſee 

Whether or no, I Man or Monſter be. Exit; 


| Enter Deilus;. Aphobus, dd | 
Bird. Whobe theſe > They look like Preſumptiors I 


and 

Roſe. And FH hey are. That is Aphoby, a one bart 
out of an impious Confidence fears noths The other, 
Deilus, that from an Atheiſtical Dir ſhakes at the 
motron of 4 Reed. Theſe are the Extreams of Fortitude, 
that fteers an even Courſe between overmuch daring, and 
overmuch fearing. 

Flaw, Why ſtays this Reprobate Colax 7 

Roſe. Any Vice 
Yields Work for Flartery.. 

Flow. A good Doctrine, mark ir. 

Deilus. Ri- poſſible ? did you not fear it, ſay you 2 
To me the meer Relation is an Le 
Good Aphobus, no more ſuch le Stories; 
would not for. a World lie alone to Night - 

I ſhall have ſuch ſtrange Dreams 

Apho. What can there. be 
That I ſhould fear? The Gods ? Ir che 
'Tis Sin to fear em; if not good, no 7777 
And then let them fear me. Or are they Devils 
That muſt afright me # 

, Deilus. Devils! where, - good. Aphobus ? 
I thought there was ſome con uring abroad, 
* ſuch a terrible Wind ! Ole! it is ; 
Now it is here again! Oſtill, ſtill, ſtill! 


Abe, What's the matter * 
wx . Deilus,. 
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Deilut. Seil it follows me 5 
The thing in black, behind; ſoon as the gun f 
But ſhines, it haunts me: Gentle Spirit leave me 


C—_ Mn What an ugly Lock 


With Eye es as big as Sawcers, Noſtrils wider 
i Barbers Baſons ! 

Apho. "Tis nothing, Deilu, 
© Bur your weak Phancy, that from every Object 
Draws Arguments of Fear. This terrible black thing-- 

Dejl. Where is it Aphobus ? 

Abba. — Is but your ſhadow, Deus. 

Dei. And ſhould we. not fear Shadows ' 

Ane. No! why ſhould we ? 

Bal. Who knovs but they come leering after ns p 
I; ſteal away. che Subſtance ? Watch him, Apbol u 
Aba. I nothing fear. 

Colax. I do commend your Valour, 

That fixes your great Soul faſt as a Genter, 

Not to be mov d with Dangers; let flight Cock-boar: 
Be ſhaken with a Wave, while you ſtand firm 

Like an undaunred Rock, whoſe conſtant Hardneſs 
Rebears the Fury of hop raging Sea, 

Daſhing ir into ad. 8 e Fear doth argne 

A low degenerate Soul. 

Deil. Now fear every thing; 

Colax.* Tis your Diſcretion. Every ing lat Dang, 
And therefore every thing is to be fear d. 

I do applaud this Wiſdom: Tis a Symptom 
Of wary Providence. His roo confident Raſhneſfss Wo 


Argags a ſtupid n in the Soul, be 
A blind and ſenſeleſs Judgment; give me Fear Co 
To Man the Fort, tis ſuch a Circumſpect ou 
And wary Sentinel A 
Flowrd. Now Shame take thee for Co 
Aluke-warm Formaliſt. A 
Colax. —— Bur daring Valour, L 
Wheapanlc of Danger, fleeps ſecurely, | Wi 


And 


| Looking-Glaſt. : 19 
ind leaves an open Entrance to his Enemies. 
Deil. Whar are they landed ? 12 
Apho. Who? 

Deil. The Enemies 

hat Colax talks of. 

Apho. If they be I care not, 

Theugh they be Gyants all, and arm'd with Thunder. 
Deil. Why, do you not fear Thunder? 
Apho. Thunder ? no! 

Jo more than Squibs and Crackers. 

Deil. Squibs and Crackers ? 10 
hope there be none here. S'lid, Squibs & Crackers! 
be meer Epitomes of the Gun-powder. Treaſon, 
aux in a leſſer Volume, 

Apbo. Let Fools gaze 
t bearded Stars, it is all one to me, 

\s if they had been ſhav'd Thus ; thus would I 
Dur-beard a Meteor; for I might as well 

Name it a Prodigy, when my Candle blazes. 

Deil. Is there a Comet lay you? Nay, I ſaw it; 
t reachd from Pauli to Charing, and portends 
ome certain imminent Danger ro th' Inhabirants 
Lwixt thoſe two Places: III go ger a Lodging. 

Dur of its Influence. 

Colax. Will that ſerve ? I fear 

t threatens general Ruin to the Kingdom. 

Dei. Tl to ſome other Country. 

Colax. There's Danger to croſs the Seas. 

Deil. Is there no way, good Colax, 

o croſs the Sea by Land? O the Scituation! 

he horrible Scituation of an Ifland ! 
Colax.Y ou, Sir, are far above ſuch frivolous Thoughts, 
ou fear not Death. 

Apho. Not J. | 
Col. Nor ſudden Death ? mw < 
Apho. No more than ſudden Sleep: Sir, I dare dys. 

Deil. I dare not; Death to me is terrible. 
will nor dye. 


2 


And 


Apho, 
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Should Heaven fall 


Into a Taylor's Shop for fear of 


Medea Bull and Dragon very Tales. 


"Nay Hell ir ſelf, and Acheron, but meer Invention; 


Meduſas,. Centaurs, Gorgons ? 


20 The MUSES 
Apte. How can you, Sir, prevent it > 
2 Why, I will kill my ſelf. | 
Col. A valiant Courle ; _ 
And the right way to preyent Death indeed: - 
Your Spiriris true Roman? Bur yours grea 
That fear nor Dearh, nor yet the manner of it,— 


Apho. Why, then we ſhould have Larks;- 
Deil. I ſhall never eat Larks again while I breath 
Col. Or ſhould the Earth yawn like a Sepulchre, 

And with an open Throat ſwallow you-quick ? 
Aphbo, "T would fave me the Expences of a Grave 
Deil. I'd rather trouble my Executors by th half. 
Apbo. Cannons to me are Pot-· guns. 
Dei. Pot · guns to me 

Are Cannons; the Report will ſtrike me dead. 
Apho, A Rapier's but a Bodkin. 

Dei. And a Bodkin,. 

Is a moſt dangerous Weapon ; fince Iread 

Of Julius Cæſʒar s Death, I durſt not venture 


Apho. O that the valiant Gyants would again 4 
Rebell againſt the Gods, and beſiege Heaven, PY 
So 1 might be their Leader: * Ct 

Col. Had Enceladus 5 
Been half ſo valiant, Fove. had been his Priſoner; 
| __ 4 aa think chere be ſuch ching 

a 


ngers 
Scylla, Charybdis, Python, are bur Fables. [Re 


Sea-Monſters, Serpents, all Poetical Figments. 


Or were they true, as they are falſe, ſhould I be 
So rimerous as to fear theſe Bug-bear Harp, 


Deil.. O good Aphbobus, 
Leave conjuring, or take me into th' Circle 2: 
What ſhali L do good Colax? 


Looking-Glafs. - 21 
Col. Sir, walk in; 
here is, they ſay, a Looking-glaſs, a ſtrange one, 
Df admirable Verrues, that will render you 
ree from Inchantments. 
Deil, How! a Looking-glaſs ? 
oft think I can endure it? why there lies 
Man within't in Ambuſh to entrap me. 
+ did bur lift my Hand up, and he preſently 
e (Farch'd at it. 
"8 Colax. "Twas the Shadow, Sir, of your felf. 
vel ruſt me a meer Reflection. 
IH. Dei. TI will cruſt chee. Exit, 
Abbo. What Glaſs is that? 
Colax. A Trick to fright the Ideot 
Dur of his Wits; a Glaſs ſo full of Dread, 
endring unto the Eye ſuch horrid Spectacles, 
s would amaze even You. Sir, I do think 
our * Nerves would ſhrink in the beholding. 
his, if your Eye endure, I will confeſs you 
he Prince of Eagles. 
Apbo. Look to it Eyes, if ye refuſe this ſight, 
Hy Nails ſhall damn yon to eternal Night. Exie. 
Col. Seeing no hope of Gain, I pack them hence. 
is Gold gives Flatr'ry all her Eloquence. 


85 Enter Acolaſtus, Anaiſt hetus. 

Rolci. Temperance is the Medioerity of enjoying Plea- 
res, when they are preſent, and a moderate deſire of 
em being abſent ; and theſe are the Extreams of that 

_ colaſtus, a voluptuous Epicure, that out of an 


moderate, and unt am d deſire, ſeeks after all Pleaſures 
omiſcuouſly , without reſpect of honeſt or lawful. The 
der Anaiſthetus, a meer Anchorite, that delights in no- 
ing, not in.thoſe legitimate Recreations allow d of by God 
d Nature. | 1 

Acolaſt. O now for an Eternity of Eating! 

ciel was he that wiſſꝰ d bur a Cranes ſhort Neck 8 : 
. IVE 
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Give me one, Nature, long as is a Cable, 
Or Sounding- line, and all the way a Palate 
To taſte my Meat the longer. I would have 
My Senſes feaft together; Nature envied us, 
In giving fingle Pleaſures ; let me have 

My Ears, Eyes, Palate, Noſe, and Touch, 'at once 
Injoy their Happineſs ; Lay me in a Bed 
Made of a Summer's Cloud ; ro my Embraces 
Give me a Venus hardly yer fifteen, 

Freſh, plump, and active; ſhe that Mars enjoy'd 
Is grown too ſtale. And then at the ſame inſtant 
My Touch is pleas'd, I would delight my Sight 
With Pictures of Diana, and her Nymphs, 
Naked, and bathing, drawn by ſome Apelles ; 

By them ſome of our faireſt Virgins ſtand , 
Thar I may ſee whether tis Art or Nature 
Which heightens moſt my Blood and Appetite. 
Nor cca | here, Give me the ſeven Orbs 
To charm my Ears with their Caleftial Lutes, 
To which the Angels that do move thoſe Spheres, 
Shall fing ſome amorous Ditty. Nor yet here 

Fix I my Bounds ; the Sun himſelf ſhall fire 

The Phoenix Neſt ro make me a Perfume, 

While I do eat the Bird, and erernally 

Drink of Jove's heav'nly Nectar. Theſe ſingle, : 
Bur Torments : bur together, O together! 

Each is a Paradice.—Having got ſuch Objects _ 
To pleaſe the Senſes, give me Senſes roo, 


Fit to receive thoſe Objects: Give me therefore that 
An Eagle's Eye, a Blood-hound's curious Smell, 60.0 
A Stagg's quick Hearing; let my Feeling be N 
As ſubtile as the Spyder's, and my Taſte Inas, 
Sharp as a Squizril's : Then I'll read the Alcoran; La 
And what Delights that promiſes in future, ea 
Il practice in the preſent. ler i 

Bird. Hearheniſh Glurron w ha 


Flow. Baſe Belly-God, Licentious Libertine! 
Anai. And I do think there is no Pleaſure at all, 


Looking Glaſs - 
in comemning Pleaſures. Happy Niobe, 
Bleſſed Daphne, and all ſuch as are 
n'd Stocks and Stones. Would I were Lawrel too, 
rble, I, or any thing inſenſible. 
a Toyl for me to eat or drink, 
for Nature's Satisfa ttion; 
d I could live without it. To my Ear 
fick is but a Mandrake. To my Smell 
d ſcents of Rhue and Wormwood ; And I rafte 
ar with as much loathing and diſtaſt 
all, or Alloes, or my Doctor's Potion. 
Eye can meet no Object but J hate it. 
cola, Come, Brother Stoick, be not ſo melancholy. 
nai. Be not ſo fooliſh, Brother Epicure. 
eo. Come, we ll go and ſee a y, that will raiſe 


\ heavy irits u 

Ini. inde, 

e I delight much in thoſe Toys; I can 

h as much Patience hear the Mariners 

de in a Storm. | 

ſco, Then let's go drink a while. 

ſai. Tis too much Labour; Happy Tantalus 

at never drinks. ; 

co, A little Venery 

ll recreare thy Soul. 

nas, Yes, like an Itch, 

tis no better. I could wiſh an Heir, 

that I cannot take the Pains to get cne, 

co. Why, Marry, if your Conſcience be ſo tender, 

not to do it otherwiſe; Then tis lawful. 

nas, True, Marrimony's nothing elſe indeed 
Fornication licens d, Lawful Adultery, 

Heavens! how all my Senſes are wide Sluces 

let in Diſcontent and Miſeries . r. 

happy are the Moles that have no Eyes ! "oY 

w bleisd the Adders that have gor no Ears ! — 

1. ſee nor hear gught thar afflicts em. | 
g happier they that have no Senſe at all; 
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That neither ſee, nor hear, taſte, ſmell, nor feel 
Any thing to torment em. Souls were given 
To torture Bodies; Man has Reaſon too, 
To add unto the heap of his Diſtractions. 
I can ſee nothing without Senſe, and Motion, 
But I do wiſh my ſelf rransform'd into ir, (Sc 
Col. Sir, I commend this Temperance ; your arm 
Is able to contemn theſe perry Baits, 
Theſe flighr Temptations, which we title Pleafurs, 
Thar are indeed but Names, Heaven it (elf know; 
No ſuch thing; the Stars nor eat nor drin, 
Nor lye with one another; and you imitate 
Thoſe glorious Bodies; by which noble Abſtinence 
You gain the Names of Moderate, Chaſte, and Sobe: 
While this Effeminate gers the infamous Terms 
Of Glutton, Drunkard, and Adulterer; 
Pleaſures, that are not Man's, as Man is Man, 
But as his Nature ſympathies with Beafts, 
You ſhall be the third Caro. This grave Look 
And rigid Eye-brow will become a Cenſor.— 
Bur I will fir you with an Object, Sir, 
My noble Anaiſtbetus, that will pleaſe you. 
It is a Looking-glaſs ; wherein, at once, 
You may ſee all the diſmal Groves and Caves, 
The horrid Vaults, dark Cells, and barren Deſarts, 
With what in Hell it ſelf can diſmal be. 
Anai. That is, indeed, a Proſpect fit for me. Ex 
Acol. He cannot ſee a Stock, or Stone, bur preſeni 
He wiſhes to be rurn'd to one of thoſe. 
I have another Humour; I cannot fee 
A far voluptuous Sow, with full Delight, 
Wallow in Dirt, but I do wiſh my ſelf 
Transform'd into that bleſſed Epicure. 
Or when I view the hot ſalacious Sparrow 
Renew his Plealures with freſh Appetite, 
I wiſh my ſelf that little Bird of Love. 
Colax, It Thews you a Man of a ſoft moving Clay 
Not made of Flint. Nature has been bountiful 


ror 
I lo 
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o provide Pleaſures, and ſhall we be Niggards . 
t plenteons Boards ? He's a diſcourteous Gueft 
hat will obſerve a Dyer at a Feaſt. x | 
hen Nature thoughr the Earth alone roo lirtle 
o find us Meat, and therefore ſtor'd the Air 
ith winged Creatures; not contented yer, 
he made the Water fruitful ro delighr us. 
ay, I believe the other Element too 
doth nurſe ſome curious Dainry for Man's Food, 
we would uſe the Skill ro catch rhe Salamander: 
did ſhe do rhis ro have us eat with Temperance ? 
Dr when ſhe gave ſo many different Odours 
f Spices, Unguents, and all ſorts of Flowers, 
he cry'd nor—ſtop your Noſes. Would ſhe give us 
$0 ſweet a Choir of wing d Muſicians 
o have us deaf ? Or when ſhe plac'd us here, 


o many raviſhing Colours entice the Eye, 
Vas it to have us wink 2 When ſhe beſtow d 
o powerful Faces, ſuch ing Beauties 
Dn many glorious Nymphs, was it ro ſay 
Be chaſte and continent? Not to enjoy 
All Pleaſures, and ar full, were to make Nature 
uilry of that ſhe ne're was guilty of, 
\ Vanity in her Works. 
on learned * 1 
is fit ſuch grave and ſolid A N 
ave their Reward Here half of my Eſtate 
invent a Pleaſure never taſted yet, 
hat I may be the farſt ſhall make it ſtale. 
Col. Within, Sir, is a Glaſs, that by reflection 
Doth ſhew the Image of all ſorts of Pleaſures, 
hat ever yet were acted, more variety 
han Aret ines Pictures. 
Aco. I'll ſee the Jewel; 
For tho to do moſt moves my Appetite, 
I love to ſee, as well as att Delight. 


lay 3 
0 Exit. 


Dear 


ere in a Paradice, where ſuch pleaſing Proſpects,, 
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Bird. Theſe are the things 2 dothteach, 
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— Dear Heart, what a foul Sink of Sins run here! 
Flow, In ſooth it is the common Shore of Lewdre 


Enter Aſotus, Aneleutherus. 


Roſc. Theſe are Aneleutherus , an illiberal niop ar! 
Uſurer,that will ſell Heaven to purchaſe Earth. That |; 
Son Aſotus, a profuſe Prodigal, that will ſell Earth: 
buy Hell. The extreams of Liberality, which preſcribe; 
—Niediocriꝶ in the getting and ſpending of Riches. 
Aneleu. Come Boy, go with me tothe Scriveners,s 
Aſot. I was in hope you would have ſaid a Bawdy 


(Hout 


Anel. Thence to th' Exchange. 

| Aſot. No, to the Tavern, Father. 
Anel. Be a good Husband Boy, follow my Coun: 
Ast. Your Counſel ? No Dad, take you mine, 

And be a good Fellaw Shall we go and roar? 

| S'lid Father, I ſhall never live to fpend 


Thar you have got already Pox of Artornies, "ks 
Merchants and Scriveners, I would hear you talk 1 

Of Drawers, Punks, and Panders. : 
| Anel. Prodigal Child ! we 


Thou doſt not know the Sweets of getting Wealil,ſ*"* 
1 Aſet. Nor you the Pleaſure that I take in ſpending i 
To feed on Caveare, and eat Anchoves ! 
| Anel. Aſctus, my dear Son, talk not to me { 
Of your Anchoves, or your Caveare. , wag 
[| No, feed on Widows ; have each Meal an Orphan 
1 Serv'd to your Table, or a glibbery Heir h. 
With all his Lands melted into a Morgage. IR 
| The Gods themſelves feed not on ſuch fine Dainties 8 
— Such fatning, thriving Diet. | 
Aſce. Truſt me, Sir, 2 0 or | 


BI | I am aſham'd to call you Father, * 
in Ne're truſt me, now Im come to be a Gentleman. na 


One'of your havings, and thus cark and care ? 
Come, I will ſend for a whole Coach or two 
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Df Bank ſide Ladies, and we will be Jovial ! 
Prall che World ſay you pine and pinch for nothing? 
ell, do your Pleaſure, keep me ſhort of Monies : 
When you are dead, as dye haps you muſt, 
make a ſhifr ro ſpend one at leaſt 
re you are coffin d, and the other half 
re you are fully laid into your Grave. 
Were nor you better help away with ſome of it ? 
or you will ſtarve your ſelf ; that when y are rotten, 
ae Have at all of mine may ſer it flying. 
nd I will have your Bones cut into Dice, 
d make you guilty of rhe ſpending of it: 
rI will get a very handſome Bowl ER 
ade of your Skull, to drink't away in Healths. 
Anel. That's not the way to thrive ! No, ſit and brood 
n thy Eſtate; as yet ir is not barch'd 
o Maturity. | | 
Aſet. Marry, I will-brood upon it, 
d hatch ir into Chickens, Capons, Hens, 
rks, Thruſhes, Quails, Wood-cocks, Snipes, and 
Pheaſants, - 
e beſt that can be got for Love or Money | 
ere is no Life to drinking | 
Inel. O yes, yes; E 
action, Uſury, and Oppreſſion. 
venty 1th”. hundred is a very Nectar, , 
d wilt thou, waſteful Lad, ſpend in 2 
har I with Sweat and Labour, Care and Induſtry, 0 
re been an Age a ſcraping up rogerher ? 1 
„ no, Aſotus, truſt Gray-head Fxperience; 1 
have been an Ox, a painful Ox, 
liligent, toy ling, and laborious Ox, * 
plow up Gold for thee: ſo I would have thee— 
ſor, Be a fine filly Aſs to keep it. __— 
nel. Be a good watchful Dragon to 2 it. 
olax. Sir, Lover- heard your wiſe Inſtructions, 
wonder at the Gravity of your Counſel. 
| 32 | 
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This wild nnbrid1'd Boy is not yer grown 
Acquainred with the World; he has nor fel 

The weight of Need, that Want is Verrue's Clog; 
Of what Necefliry, Reſpect, and Value 

Wealth is! how baſe and how contemptible 
Poverty makes us! Liberality, | 

In ſome Circumſtances, may be allow'd ; 

As when it has no end bur Honefty, 

With a r of Perſon, Quanrity, 

Quality, Time, and Place; but this profuſe, 
Vain, injudicious ing, ſpeaks him Idiot: 
And a the beſt of Liberaliry 

Is to be liberal to our ſelves ; and thus 

Your Wiſdom is moſt liberal, and knows 


— 


Ho fond a thi it is for diſcreer Men 


To purchaſe with the Loſs of their Eſtate 

The Name of one poor Vertue, Liberality ; 

And that too only from the Mouth of Beggars! 
One of your judgment, would nor, I am ſure, 

© Buy all the Vertues at fo dear a rate. 

Nor are you, Sir, I dare preſume, ſo fond 

As to weigh your Gains by the ſtrict Scale 

Of Equity and Juſtice, Names invented 

To keep us Beggars. I would counſel now + 
Your Son to tread no Steps but-yours, for they 
Will certainly direct hing the broad way 

That leads unto the place where Plenty dwells ; 
And the ſhall give him Honour. 

Anel. Your Tongue is powerful: 

Pray read this Lecture to my Son; I go 

To find my Scriv'ner, who is gon, I hear, | 
To a ſtrange Glaſs, wherein all things a Ex 


Asen. To ſee if it can ſhew him his loſt Ears. 
Now te your Lecture. 
Col. And to ſuch a one 
As you will be a willing Pupil to. 
Think you I meant all that [told your Father? 


No, was to blind the Eyes of. che old Huncks. 


Loo ling Glaſt. 


love a Man like you, that can make much 
Df his bleſt Genius: Miracle of Charity! 
hat open Hand becomes thee; Let thy Father 
crape, like the Dunghil-Cock, the Dirt and Mire, 
0 find a precious Jem for thee, the Chicken 
Df the white Hen to wear. It is a wonder 

low ſuch a 1 Branch as you, could ſpring 
rom that old Root of filthy Avarice! 
or every Widows Houſe the Father ſwallows, 
he Son ſhould ſpew a Tavern, How are we 
icher than others? Not in having much, 
ut in beſtowing; | ' 
nd that ſhines glorious in you. The Chuffs Crowns, 
npriſon'd in his truſty Cheſt, methinks 
hear groan our, and long till they be thine 
hope to ſee the Light again. Thou canſt not 
and in a Flood of Nectar up to the Chin, 
nd yet not dare to ſup it; not canſt ſuffer 
he golden Apples dangle at thy Lips, 

t thou wilt taſte the Fruit. Fic generous this. 
Aſor. Gramercy, thou ſhalt be Doctor o' th Chair: 
ere tis too little, but tis all my Store, | 
e in to pump my Dad, and fetch thee more. Exit. 
Colax. How like you now my Art, ist not a ſubtle one? 
Flow. Now out upon thee, thou lewd Reprobare* 
hou Man of Sin, and Shame, that ſoweſt Cuſhions 
nto the Elbqw of Iniquity: 
Colax. I do commend this Zeal ; you cannot be 
oo fervent in a Cauſe ſo full of Goodneſs. 
nere is a general Froſt hath ſeiz'd Devotion: 
id without ſuch-like ardent Flames as theſe : 
ere is no hope to rhaw it. The Word, Puritane, 
hat I do plority, and eſteem rev'rend, 
che moſt ſanctiſied, pure, and holy Sect 
fall Profeſſors) is by the Prophane 
sd for a name of infamy, a by-word, a flander. - 
nat I (ooth. Vice, I do bur flatter them, 

we give Children Plumbs te learn their Prayers, 

| nm JTentice 
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Tentice them to the Truth, and by ſair Means 
Work out their Reformation. 

Bird. Tis well done. 
I hope he'tt become a Brother, and make 
A Separarift. 

- Flow, You ſhall have the Devotions 

Of all che Elders. But this Foppiſhneſs 
Is weariſm ; I could ar ane of our Meetings 
Sleeping and all, fir Twenty times as long. 

Roſe. Go in with me to recreate your Spirits, 
(As Muſique theirs with ſome refreſhing Song) 
Whoſe Patience our rude Scene hath held roo long, 

Fins Aftus 2. 


11 "RC 
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* Reſciu, Bird, Flowerdew. 


Bird. 1 Will no more of this Abomination. 

Roſe. The End crowns every Action, ſtay til 
A Juſt Judge will nor be prejudicate. (chat 
Flow. Pray Sir continue ſtill the moralizing. 


Roſe. The next we preſent are the Extreams of Mag- 
nsficence, who teaches a Decorum in great Expences, 4. 
Liberality in the leſſer : One is Banauſus, cut of a meer 
Oft endation wain-glorienſly Expenſive ; the other Micro- 
prepes, one in glorzeus Warks extream(y baſe and penuriow. 


Enter Banauſus, Microprepes. 


Nan. Being born not for ourſelves,bur for our friends, 
Our Country, and our Glory, it is fx 
We do expreſs the Majeſty of our Souls 
In Deeds of Bounty and Magnificence. 
Micro. The World is full of Vanity, and fond Fools er t 
Promiſe themſelves a name from building 3 ah 


Or any thing that tends to the Republique, 

is the Re · private that I ſtudy for. (lique, 

Banau. Firſt therefore for the Fame of my Repub- 

Il imirare a brave Egyptian King, 

nd plant ſuch ſtore of Onions, and of Garlick, 

s ſhall maintain ſo many Thouſand Workmen, 

To th' building of a Pyramid at Saint Albans; 

pon whoſe Top ll fer a Hand of braſs, 

ith a Scrowl int to ſhew the way to London, 

or th benefit of Travellers. 

Cola x. Excellent | 

is Charity to direct the wandring Pilgrim. 

Micro. I am Church Warden, and we are this Year 

o build our Steeple up: Now to ſave Charges, 

l ger a high crown d Hat with Five Low- bells, 

o make a Peal ſhall ſerve as well as Bow. 

Colax. Tis wiſely caſt, 

nd like a careful Steward of the Church, 

Df which the Steeple is no part; at leaſt, 

NC neceſſary. | 
Bird. Verily tis true, (ſtruments 
hey are but wicked Synagogues, where thoſe In- 

Of Superſtition and Idolarry ring 

Varning to Sin, and chime all into the Devil. 
Banau, And cauſe there be ſuch Swarms of Heres. 

7 | (ſies rifing 

11 have an Artiſt frame two wondrous Wearthercocks. 

yt Gold, ro ſer on Pauls and Grantham Steeple, 

o ſhew to all the Kingdom what Faſhion next 

he Wind of Humour hither means ro blow. 

Micro. A Wicker-Chair will fir them for a Pnlpir, 

Colax. Ir is the Doctrine, Sir, that you reſpect, 


„ Few. In ſooth, I've heard as wholſome Inſtructions 
rom a zealous Wicker-Chair, as ere I did 
rom the cary'd Idol of Wainſcot. | 

Zanau. Next, I intend ro found an Hoſpital 

Er the decay'd Profeffors of the Suburbs, 

 Fik. a Colledg of Phyfirians too at Che), 
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Only ro eng. the Cure of the French Pox ; 


inners may acknowledg me 

Their only Benefactor, and repent. 4 
Cola x. Vou have a care, Sir, of your Countries Health, 
Micro. Then Þ11 fell the Lead to thatch the Chance, 
Ban. I have a rare Device, to ſet Dutch Windmils 

Upon New- Market-Heath, and Saliabury-Plain, 


To drain the Fens, 


Cola x. The Fens, Sir, are not there. 
Ban. But who knows but they may be? 
Col. Very right. 
You aim at the pfevention of a Danger. 
Micr. A Porter's Frock ſhall ſerve me for a Surplice, 
Flow. Indeed a Frock is not ſo Cercmonious, 
Ban. But the great Work in which Imean to glory, 
Is in the raiſing a Cathedral Church: 
It ſhall be ar Hoggs-Norton, with a pair 
Of ſtatety Organs; more than pity *twere 


The Pigs ſhou}d loſe their Skill for want of Practice. 


Bird. Organs! fy on 'em for B-bylonian Bag-pipcs, 
Micro, Then for the Painting, I bethink my ſelt, 


That I have ſeen in Mother Ra- Caps Hall, 
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In painted Cloath, the Story of the Prodigal. 

Col. And that will be for very good Ulc and Mara! 
Sir, you are wiſe; what ſerve Egyptian Pyramids, 
Epheſian Temples, Babylonian Towers, 


Carian Coloſſes, Trajan's Water-Works, 
| Domitian's Amphitheatres, the vain Coſt 
Of Ignorance. and Prodigality ? 


Reme flouriſh'd when her Capitol was thatch'd, 
And all her Gods dwelt bur in Cottages; 


Since Parian Marble, and Corinthian Braſs, 


Enter'd her gaudy Temples, ſoon ſhe fell 

To Superſtition, and from the nce to Ruin, 

You fee, that in our Churches, glorious Statue, 
Rich Copes, and other Ornaments of State, 


Draw wandring Eyes from their Devotion, 


Unto a wanton gazing ; and that other | 
| Kich 
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Rich Edefices, and ſuch gorgeous Toys, 

Do more proclaim our Countries Wealth than Safety, 
und ſerve but like ſo many gilded Baits, 

entice a foreign Foe to our Invaſion, 

o in, there is a Glaſs will ſhew you, Sir, 

har ſweer Simplicity our Grandfires us d 

How in the Age of Gold no Church was gilded. 

Exit Micro, 
Boney bo have thought on'r ; J will ſtraightway 
uil 

\ Free-School here in London, a Free-School 

For th' Education of young Gentlemen 

o ſtudy how to drink, and take Tobacco; 

o ſwear, to roar, to dice, to drab, to quarrel. 

Twill be the great Gymnaſium of the Realm, 

he Front iſterium of Great Britany : 

And for their better ay W. will furniſh 'em 

With a large Library of Drapers Books. 

Col. Twill put down Bodley's, and the Vatican. 
Royal Banauſis! How many Spheres fly you 
Above the earrhly dull IR ! 
J bope to live to ſee you build Screws 233 
Shall out- brave Venice ; to repair old Tybowrn, 
And make ir Cedar, This magnificent Courſe 
Doth purchaſe you an Immortality. 
In them you build your Honour to remain 

h* Example and the Wonder of Poſterity, 

V bile other bide- bound Churls do grutch themſelves 
The Charges of a Tomb, 

Ban. Bur T'll have one, 

n which T'lllye embalm'd with Myrrhe and Caſſia, 
And richer Unguents than th Ægypt ian Kings: 

And all that this my precious Tomb may turniſh 
The Land with Mummie. 
Colax. Yonder is a Glaſs + 
Vill new you Plots and Models of all Monuments 
Form d th* old way ; you may invent a new, 
Twill make for your more Glory. 


Ban. Colax, True. LE xit.] Roſc: 7... 


„ "Te MUSES 


. Roſc. Theſe are the Extreams of Magnanimity. Cau. 
nus, 4 Fellow ſo highly concerted of his own Parts, that 
he thinks no Honour above him: The other Microrſy. 
chus, a baſe and low ſpirited Fellow, that undervaluing 
bis own Qualities, dares not aſpire to thoſe Dig aities 
that etherwiſe his Merits are capable of. 


Enter Caunus, Micropſychus. 


Caun. I wonder that I hear no News from Court. 
Colax, All hail unro the honourable Caunus, 
Caun. The honourable Caunus 2 "Tis decreed; 

I am a Privy-Ccuncellor. Our new Honours 

Cannot ſo alter us, as that we can 

Forger cur Friends ; walk with us, our familiar, 
Mic. It puzzles me to think what Worth I have, 

That they ſhould pur ſo great an Honour on me. 
Colax, Sir, I do know and ſee, and fo do all 

That have nor wilful Blindneſs, what rare Skill 

Of Wiſdom, Policy, Judgment, and the rc ſt 

Of the State - Vertues, fir within this Breaſt, 

As if it were their Parliament; bur as yet 

Jam nor, Sir, the happy Meſſenger 

That tells you, you are call'd unto the Helm; 

Or that the Rudder of Great Britany 

Is pur into your Hands, that you may ſteer 

Our floating Delos till ſhe he arriv'd 

Ar the bleſt Port of Happineſs, and ſurnam'd _ 

The Fortwnate Iſle, from You that are the Fortunate. 
Car. Tis ſtrange, that I, rhe beſt experienc'd, 

The skilfulleſt, ard the rareſt of all Carpenters, 

Should nor be yer a Priv::-Councellor ! 

Surely the State wants Eyes, or has drunk Opium, 

And fleeps ; bur when it wakes, it cannot chuſe 

Bur meer the glorious Beams of my Deſerts, 

Bright as the rifing Sun; and ſay ro England, 

England behold thy Light! 
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Micro, Make Me a Conſtable ! 
ake Me, that am the fimpleſt of my Neighbours, 
o great a Magiſtrate l ſo powerful an Officer! 
bluſh at my Unworthineſs. A Conſtable ! 
e very Prince o'th' Pariſh! You are one, Sir, 
Df an Ability to diſcharge it better; 
et me reſign to you. 
Cau. How? I a Conſtable ? 
Vbar might I be in your opinion, Sir? 
Micro. A Carpenter of Worſhip. 
Cau. Very well; 
nd yer you wou'd make me a Conſtable! 
ll evidently demonſtrate, that of all Men 
our Carpenters are beſt Stateſmep; of all Carpenters 
being the beſt, am beſt of Stateſmen too. 
agine, Sir, the Common-wealth a Logg, 
Ir a tude Block of Wood; your Stateſman comes, 
or by that Word I mean a Carpenter) 
nd with che Saw of Policy divides it 
to ſo many Boards, or ſeveral Orders, 
f Prince, Nobility, Gentry, and the other 
feriour Boards call'd Vulgar, fir for nothing 
ut to make Styles, or Planks to be trod over, 
Ir trampled on: This adds unto the Log 
al'd Common: wealth ar leaſt ſome ſmall Perfection; 
ut afrerwards he planes them, and ſo makes 
he Common-wealrh, that was before a Board, 
retty Wainſcot ; ſome he carves with Titles 
Lord, or Knight, or Gentleman; ſome ſtand plain, 
nd ſerve us more for Uſe than Ornament; 
e call them Yeomen ; (Boards now out of faſhion.) 
nd, left the Diſproportion break the Frame, 
e with the Pegs of Amity and Concord, 
s with the Glew-Por of good Government, 
yns em together, makes an abſolure Edefice , 
the Republique. State-skill'd Machzavel 
as certainly a Carpenter; yet you think 
Conſtable a Gyant-Digniry 2 


* 


Micro. 
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Micro. Pray Heaven that, Icarus like; I do not mein 
The waxen Plumes of my Ambition! 
Or chat from this bright Chariot of the Sun, 
I fall not headlong down with Phaeton, 
I have aſpird ſo high. Make Me a Conſtable, 
Thar have nor yer atrain'd to the Greek Tongue 
Why, cis his Office to keep the Peace, 
His Majeſty's Peace: I'am nor fit ro keep 
His Majeſty's Hogs, much leſs His Peace, the beſt 
Of all his 2 How dare I preſume 
To charge a Man in the Kings Name! I faint 
Under the Burden of fo great a Place, 
Whoſe Weight might preſs down Atlas. Magiſtrates 
Are only Sumprer-Hories. Nay, they threaten me 
To make me Warden ef the Church. 
Am I a Patriot? Or have I Ability 
To preſent Knights Recuſanr, Clergy Reelers, 
Or Gentlemen Fornicators 

Col. You have Worth 
- Richly enamell'd with a Modeſty ; 
And though your lofty Merit might fic crown'd 
On Caucaſus, or the Pyrennean Mountains, 
You chuſe the humbler Valley, and had rather 
Grow a ſafe Shrub below, than dare the Winds, 
And be a Cedar. Sir, you know there is not | 
' Half ſo much Honour in the Pilot's Place, mi. 
As Danger in the Storm. Poor windy Titles rt 
Of Dignity and Offices, that puff up 
The bubble Pride till it ſwell big and burſt ; 
What are they but brave Nothings ? Toys call'd H 

nours | 

Make them on whom they are beſtow'd no better 1 Co/ 
Than glorious Slaves, the Servants of the Vulgar, Net ! 
Men ſwear at Helm, as much as at the Oar. ot e 
There is a Glaſs within ſhall ſhe w you, Sir, L hey 
The Vanity of theſe Silk- Worms, that do think Like 
They toyl nor, cauſe they ſpin fo fine a Thread. Pay 
Micro, Ill ſee it. Honour is a Babies Rattle, Nome 
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a let blind Fortune where ſhe will, beſtow her; 
Way me on Earth, and Ifhall fall no lower. Exit. 
Cau. Colax, What News? | 
Col. The Perſian Emperor 
; deſperately ſick. - 
Cau. Heaven take his Soul! 
Vhen I am the Grand Sophie, (as tis likely 
may be) Colax, thou art made for ever. 
Col. The Turk they ſay prepares again for Poland. 
Can. And I no Baſhaw yet? Sultan repent it! 
Col. The State of Venice too is in diſtraction, 
Can. And can that State be ſo ſupinely negligent, 
s not to know whom they may chuſe their Duke? 
Col. Our Merchants do report th' Inhabitants there 
\re now in conſultation for the ſetlin 
The Crown upon a more deſerying Head 
Than his that bears it. * 
Cau. Then my Fortunes riſe 
Dn confident Wings, and all my hopes fly certain. 
dax, be bold, thou ſeeſt the Preſter-Fohn. 
Vell England, of all Countries in the World 
loſt blind to thy own goed. Other Nations 
Voo me to take the Bridle in my Hand, 
ich Gifts and Preſents; had I liv'd in Rome, 
Vho durſt with Caunus ſtand a Candidate? 
might have choice of Ædile, Conſul, Tritune, 
r the perpetual Di&ator's Place; 
could diſcharge em all; I know my Merits 
ire large, and boundleſs : A Ceſar might be hew'd 
or of a Carpenter, if a skilful Workman 
but undertook it. | . 
Colax. "Tis a worthy Confidence, 5 
ar, Cet Birds of Night and Shame, with their Owls Eyes 
ot dare to gaze upon the Sun of Honour; 
L hey are no Preſidents for Eagles: Bats, 
K Like dull Microoichus, Things of Earth, and Lead, 
1, May love a private Safety; Men in whom 
'rometheus has ipent _— of his ſtoll'n Fire, 
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Mount upwards like a Flame, and court bright Honou 
Hedg'd in with thouſand Dangers! What's a Man 
Without deſert ? and what's deſert to him 
That does not know he has it? Is he rich 
Thar holds within his Houſe ſome buried Cheſts MK; 
Of Gold, or Pearl, and knows not where to look em? 
What was the Load-ſtone, till the Uſe was found, 
Bur a foul Dotard on a fouler Miſtreſs ? 
I praiſe your Argus Eyes, that nor alone 
Shoot their Beams forwards, but reflect and turn 
Back on themſelves, and find an Object there 
More worthy their intentive Contemplation: 
You are at home no Stranger, but are grown 
Acquainted with your Vertues, and can tell 
Whar uſe the Pearl is of, which Dunghill Cocks 
Scrape into Dirt again. This ſearching Judgment 
Was not intended to work Wood, but Men. 
Honour attends you. I ſhall live to ſee 
A Diadem crown that Head, There is within 
A Glaſs that will acquaint you with all places 
Of Digniry, Authority, and Renown, 
The State, and Carriage of them: Chuſe the beſt, 
Such as deſerve you, and refuſe the reſt. | 

Cau. I go, that want no Worth to merit Honour; 
Tis Honour that wants Worth to merit Me. 
Fortune, thou Arbitreſs of humane things, 
Thy Credit is at Stake: If I but rife, 
The Worlds Opinion will conceive th'haft Eyes. 


Enter O0. Aorgus. 
Roſc. Theſe are the Extremes of Meekneſs. Orgyluſh 


an angiy quarrelſom Man, mov'd with the leaſt Shad N = 
or Appearance . Inſury. The other in defett , Aory Or. 
4 Fellow. ſo 22 or rather inſenſible of Wrong, that %a ( 
is not capable of the proſſeſt Abuſe, © An 


Org. Perſwade me nor, he has awak'd a Fury 
That carries Steel about him. Dags and Piſtols! 


Looſting-Glaſt. 
o bite his Thumb at me 
Aor, Why ſhould not any Man 
Bite his own Thumb? 
Org. At me? Wear Ia Sword 6 
o ſee Men bite their Thumbs ! —Rapiers and Dag- 
He is the Son of a Whore. | (gers— 
Aor. That hurts not you. wy 
ad he bit yours, it had been ſome Pretence 
have mov'd this Anger; he may bite his own, 
\nd eat it too. N 
Org. Muskets, and Cannons ! eat it ? 
If he dare eat it in contempr of me, 
He ſhall ear ſomerhing elſe roo that rides here; 
Il rry his Eſtridge Stomach. 
Aor. Sir, Be patient. 
Org. You lie in your Throat, and I will not. 
Aor, To what purpoſe is this impertinent Madneſs ? 
ray be milder. | | 
Org. Your Mother was a Whore , and I will nor 

pur it up. N | 

Aor. Why ſhould ſo light a Toy thus trouble you? 
Org. Your Father was hang' d, and I will be reveng'd; 
Aor. When Reaſon doth in equal ballance poize 
he nature ot two Injuries, yours to me 
ies — when that other would not turn 
n eyen Scale; and yet it moves not me; 
y Anger is not up. ; 
Org. Bur I will raiſe it; 
ou are a Fool! 
„Ar. I know it; and ſhall J 
ze angry for a Truth? 
Org. You are; beſides, 
In arrant Knave! IT OY 
Aor. So are my Betters, Sir. TI 
Org. I cannot move him—O my Spleen —ir riſes ! . 
or yery Anger I could eat my Knuckles 
Ar. Y ou may, or bite your Thumb, alls one to me. 


Org. You are a horne Beat a very Cuckold! 
2 Os 


ur 


| Aor. 


. The MUSES 


Aor. "Tis my Wife's Fault, not mine; 1 have li 


hen to be angry for anorher's Sin. (rea 


Org. And J did graft your Horns; you might hay 
n 
And found us glew'd together like two Goats, 
And ſtood a Witneſs to ycur Transformation. 
Alox. Why, if I had, I am ſo far from Anger, 
I would have een fall'n down upon my Knees, 
And defir'd Heaven to have forgiven you both. 
Org. Your Children are all Baſtards ; not one of eu 
Upon my Knowledg, of your own begetting. 
Aor, Why then, I am the more beholding to 'em 
That they will call me Father; it was Luft 
Perchance, that did beget em, but Iam ſure 
Tis Charity to keep the Infants. 
Org. Not yet ſtirr'd ? 8 
Tis done of meer Contempt; he will not now 
Be angry, to expreſs his Scorn of me. 
Tis above Patience this, inſufferable. 
Proclaim me Coward, if I put up this ! 

Dorard, you will be angry, will you not? t 
Aor. To ſee how ſtrange a Courſe fond Wrath do 
You will be angry 'cauſe Iam nor ſo, (6 

Org. I can endure no longer, if your Spleen 
Lye in your Breech ; thus I. will kick ir up 
Aor. Alpha, Beta, Gamma, Delta, Epſilon, Zeta, Ei 
Teta, Iota, Kappa, Lambda, Mu, Nu, Xi, Omicron, I 
Rho, Sigma, Tau, Tpſilon, Phi, Chi, Pſi, Omega. 
Org. How ! What Contempt is this? 
. 
Againſt the Poyſon, Anger: 'Twis preſcrib'd 
A Reman Emperour ; that on every Injury, 
Repeated the Greek Alphabet; that being done, 
His Anger too was over. This good Rule 
1 learn'd Feth bin, and pratife, 
Org. Not yer phgry.2 ER + oa 
Still will you er fte L Weil praftile roo, (C 
Aor. Aleph, Beth, Gimel.. | F 


8 
e 


8 


GS 


4 


. 


T voking ROO [ 
Org. ber den Alphaber:. 


1 ** r _ 1 
or. The Hebrew Alphabet, chat [ uſe -— 4 
bg a Tocond Remedy. 5 AL? 
org · O my Torment ſtill | 8 210k | 
Are not your Buttocks angry with my Toes? 1 
Aor. For ought I feel, your Teuhave more © oconſion — 
o be angry with my Burrocks. | es wats _ 78 
Org. Well; | 1 
I'll try your Phyſick for the third Aﬀaule, 

_ exerciſe the Patience of your Noſe. 

Rs „C, . e N, 055, N. 


. Are — —5 angry now d 
Aor. Now, Sir ? Why naw ? 
Now have you done? 
| Org. O tis a meer Plot this, 
To jecr my Tameneſs! Will no Senſe of Wrong 
Vaken the Lethargy of a Coward's Soul > 
Will not this rouſe her from her dead Sleep nor chis? 
Aor. W hy ſhould I. Sir, be angry if 1 infer 
\n Injury ? It is not Guilk of mine; 
o, let it trouble chem that do the Wrong 3 
Ging but Peace approaches Innocence. 
Org: A Birterneſs o reflows me! my Eyes flame 
* lood boyls in mel all my Faculties 
l Soul and Body, move in a diſorder, 
is Patience hach ſo tortur d me ! Sirrah, Villain, 
will diſſect thee with my Rapiers Point ; ; 
ip up each Vein and Sinew-of his Stoick, 
\naromize. him, ſearehing every Entrail, 
Lo ſee if Nature, when ſhe made this Aſs, 
This ſuffering Ass, did not forget to give him 
dome Gall, 
Col, Put it up, good Orgylus, 
au Let him nor glory in ſo brave a Death, 
h bs by your hand; it ſtands not with your Honour, 
o an your Rapicr in a Cbwards Blood. 
E 3 The 


mM 
{on 


el 


n 


42 The: MUSES 
The Lesbian Lyons, in their noble Rage} 
Will prey on Bulls, or mate the Unicorn; 
But trouble not the painted Burter- Fly, 

Ants crawl ſecurely by him. 


org. Tis intolerable }  -: 


| 
| 


Would Thou werr Worth the killing 
Coax. A good Winſjn m | 
Savouring as well Difcrerion, as bold Valour: 
Think not of ſuch a bafM'd Aſs as this 

More Stone than Man. Meduſa's Head has turn'd him, 
There is in Ants a Choler ; every Fly TEPS 
Carries a Spleen: Poor Worms, being trampled on, 
Turn Tail, as bidding battle to the Feet 
Of their Oppreſſors. A dead Palſy ſunre 
Hath ftruck a deſperate Numneſs throvgh his Soul, 
Till it be grown inſenſible: Meer Stupidity 

Harth ſeiz d him, Your more manly Soul I find 

{ Is capable of Wrong; and like a Flint, 

| Throws forth a Fire into the Strikers Eyes. 

{ You bear about you Valours Wherſtone, Anger; 
Which fers an Edge/npon the Sword, and makes it 
Cur with a Spirit 5 you conceive fond Patience 


* 


N 
| 


ö . . ; 
L an Injuſtice to our ſelves; the ſufferi 


One Injury, invites a ſecond; that 
Calls on a third, till Fr do multiply, 
And Reputation bleed. How bravely Anger 


ö 
Becomes that martial Brow A Glaſs within 
Will ew you, Sir, when your great Spleen doth rile 
How Fury darts a Lightning from your Eyes. 
Org. Learn Anger, Sir, againſt you meet Me next; 
Never was Man like me with Patience vex'd. Exit. 
| Aor. I am fo far from Anger in my ſelf, 
| Thar tis my Grief I can make others ſo. 
| Col. It proves a Sweetneſs in your Diſpoſition, 
A gentle winning Carriage-«-dear Aorgus ;*' 
O give me leave to open wide my Breaſt, : 
And let ſo rare a Friend into my Soul. 
Enter, and take Poſſeſſion? Such a Man 
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As has no Gall; no Bitterneſs, no Exceptions, 
Whom Nature meant a Dove, will keep alive 
The Flame of Amiry, where all Diſcourſe 
Flows innocent, and each free Jeſt is taken. 
[He's a good Friend, will pardon his Friends Errors; 
But he's a better, rakes no notice tl m. 
How like a Beaſt, with rude and ſavage Rage, 
Breath'd the diſtemper'd Soul of Orgylus ! 
he proneneſs of this Paſſion is the Nurſe 
hat foſters all Confuſion, ruins States, 
Depopulares Cities, lays great Kingdoms waſte ; 
Tis that Affection of the Mind that wants 
The ſtrongeſt Bridle ; give it Reims, it runs 
A deſperate Courſe, and drags down Reaſon with it. 
It is the Whirlwind of the Soul, the Storm 
and Tempeſt of the Mind, that raiſes up 
The Billows:of diſturbed Paſſions | 
To Shipwrack judgment; O---a Soul like yours, 

onſtant in Patience! Let the Northern Wind meet 
The South at Sea, and Zephyrus breathe oppoſite 
© No Eurus; Let che Two and thirty Sons 

Df Eolus break forth at once, to plow 

he Ocean, and diſpeople all the Woods; 
{et here would be a Calm; it is no Danger 
an make this Cheek look pale, nor Injury 
all Blood into it. There's a Glaſs within 
Vill let you ſee your ſelf, and tell you now, 
rile {ow ſweet a Tameneſs dwells upon your Brow, 
Aor. Colaæ, I muſt believe, and therefore go; II 
xt; N ho is diſtruſtful, will be angry too. Exit. | 


vit. 


Enter Alagon, Ezron. 


Roſe. The next are the Extremes of Truth: Alazon, 

that arrogates that to himſelf which 1 not hu; and 

ron, one, that out of an itch to be thought modeſt, diſ- 

lies bis Qualities ; the one erring in defending a Falſ 

d, and the other affending in deuying a Truth. _ 
Mb Alaz. 


As 


Q 


* 


Je Hiſtory ? All thar 1 Kno 4s cn, 
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Alaz. 1 hear you're wondrous — „ N 
Eir. Tt | alas! | $ \ 
Who told you I was valiant * \ 
Alaz. The World ſpeaks ir. 1 
Eir. She is deceiv 45 but does ſhe ſay ſo truly ? WW 
Alaz. I am indeed the Flecker of the Age 3 ; T 
But ſhe calls you Achille. v 
Eir. I Achilles ! | ſhed; + 5 
No, I am nor Achilles : I confeſs nN 
I am no Coward. That the World ſhould think A! 
That I am an Achilles! Yer the World * 4 In 
Call ine what ſhe pleaſes”. x. 
Alaz. Next to my Velour; * - 91550 7 
(W hich but for * could never r hope a frond ) 
Yours is reporte lc, 
Eir, I may have my ſhare ; | 77 
But the laſt Valour ſhew'd in Chriſtendom, 


Was in Lepanto. 15 (knew him not; 
: Alazon. He might be thought ſo, Sir, by them that 
Bur I have found him a poor baffl d Snake: 
Sir, I have writ him, and proclaim'd him Coward 
On every Poſt i'th' City. | 
Eiron. Who? 
Alax. Lepanto, ; 
The Valour, Sir, that you A much renown. 
Eix. Lepanto was no Man, Sir, but the Place 
Made Famous by the ſo much mention d Battle 
Betwixt the Turks and the Chriſtians. | 
. Alaz. Cry you Mercy! | 
Then the Lepanto that I meant, it ſeems, 
Was but Lepanto's Name: ſake. I can 
Find that you are well skilFd in Hiſtory, Pop 
Eir. Not a whit; a Novice, II I could , perchanc In a 
Diſcourſe from Adam downward ; but whar's that In I 


"Tt original, continuance, height, and alteration / 

Of every Common- wealth. I have read nothing 

But Plut arch, Livy, Tacitus, Suetonius, TI 
Appia 


Ince 
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Appian, Dion, Junius, Paterculus, | Ut: 
With Florus, Fuſt ine, Saſuſt, and ſome few 2 wt | 
More of the Latin: For the modern, I _ 
Have all without Book, Gallo Belgicus, 
Philip de Comines, Machiavel, Guicciardine, 
The Turkiſh and Egyptian Hiſtories, 
With thoſe of Spain, France, and the Netherlands, 
For England, Poſydore Virgil, CamPden, Speed, 5+, 
And a matter of forty more; nothing, 
Alas! ro one that's read in Hiſtories. 
In the.Greek I have a ſmack or fo, at 
Nenophon, Herodotus, Thucydides, and 
Stowe's Chronicle. 
Alaz. Believe me, Sir, and that 
Scowe's Chronicle is very good Greek ; you little 
Think who writ it! Do you nor ſee him? are 
You blind? I am the Man. 
Eir. Then I muft number 
You with my beſt Authors in my Library. 
Alaz. Sir, the reſt too are mine, but that I venture 
With other Naines, to ſnun the Opinion Cem 
Of Arrogance ; ſo the ſubtle Cardinal dl | 
Calls one Book Bellarmine, another Teſt atus, 1 
et one Man's Labour both. You talk of Numbering; 
ou cannot chuſe but hear how loud Fame ſpeaks | 
Df my Experience in Arithmetik: . By 
he ſays you too grow near Perfection. 
Eir, Far from it J; fome inſighr, but no more. 
count the Stars, can give the Total Sum 
How many Sands there be bth' Sea; bur theſe 
ire Trifles ro the Expert, that have ſtudy'd 
Pnkethman's Prefident. Sir, I have no Skill 
In any thing; if I have any, tis 
at Wn Languages; bur yer in ſooth, I ſpeak 
nly my Mother Tongue; I haye not gair.'d 
he Hebrew, Chaldee, Syriac, or Arabick ; 
Nor know the Greek with all her Dialects. 
caliger and Tom Choriate both excell me, 


pia 


Indeed the Latin I was whipt into; 
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T have no Skill in French, Italian, Spaniſh,  . 
"Turkiſh, Ægypt ian, China, Perſian Tongues. $ 


ur Ruſcian, Sclavonian, and Dalmatian, b 
With Saxon, Daniſh, and Albanian Speech; 6 
That of the Coſſacks, and Hungarian too, 5 
With Biſcays, and the prime of Languages; 
Dutch, Welch, and Tiſh are too hard for me * 
To be familiar in : and yer ſome think F 
(But thought is free) that I do ſpeak all theſe 
As I were born in each; but they may err f 
That think ſo : "Tis not every Judgment ſits N 
In the infallible Chair. To confeſs Truth, 
I might in their own proper Speech inſtruct 
All Europe, Aſia, and Africa too; |, * 
Bur in America, and the New-found World, 1 
I very much fear there be ſome Languages b 
That would go near to puzzle me. p 
Alaz. Very likely. | 1 
You have a pretty pittance in the Tongues; 5 


But, Eiron, I am now more general; 
I can ſpeak all alike ; there is no Stranger 
Of ſo remote a Nation hears me talk, __. 1 
But confidently calls me Country- man. 
The witrty World, giving my Worth her due, 
Surnames me the Confuſion: I but want 
An Orator like you to ſpeak my Praiſe. 
Eir. Am I an Orator, Alazon 2 No; 
Though it hath pleas'd the wiſer few to lay 
Demoſthenes was not ſo eloquent; 1 
Bur Friends will flatrer, and I am not bound 
Io believe all Hyperboles : Something, Sir, 
Perchance I have, bur tis not worth the naming, 
Eſpecially, Alazon, in your Preſence, Ay 
Alaz. Your Modeſty, Eiron, ſpeaks but truth in this 
Colax. I need nor flatter theſe, they Il do'r themſelve 
And croſs the Proverb, that was wont to ſay, 
One Mule doth ſcrub another; here each Aſs 
Hath learn'd co claw himſelf. Ala; 


Looking-Glaſs. 
Alaz. I do ſurpaſs 
U Orators. How like you my. Orations ? 


xcept my Philippicks ; all acknowledge me 
bove the three great Orators of Rome. 

Eir. What three, Alazon 2 

Alax. Marcus, Tullius, 


und Cicero, the beſt of all the three. (Man. 


Eir. Why thoſe three Names are all the ſelf- ſame 
Alaz. Then all is one. Were thoſe three Names 
three Men, | | 
ſhould excel] em all.—And then for Poetry.— 
Eir. There is no Poetry bur Homers Liads. 
| Alaz. Alas! twas writ i'th' Non- age of my Muſe, 
You underſtand th' Iralian? 
Eir. A little, Sir; 
have read Taſſo. 
Alax. And Torquato too? 
Eir. They re ſtill the ſame. 
Alaz. I find you very skilful, 
err only ro found your Judgment. 
Jou are a Poet too. 
Eir. The World may think ſo, 
zut "ris deceivd, and I am ſorry for't. 
zut I will tell you, Sir, ſome Excellent Verſes, 
ade by a Friend of mine; I have not read 
\ better Epigram of a Neoterick. 
Alaz. Pray do my Eyes the Favour, Sir, ro let me 
learn em. wy | (fright 
Eir. Strange Sights there late were ſeen, that did af- 
ve Multitude ; the Mon was ſcen by Night, bo 
ind Sun appear d by Day—Is it not good ? 
Ala. Excellent good ! proceed. 
Eir. V/irhout Remorſe 
ach Star and Planet kept their wonted Courſe, 
vat bere could fright em? (mark tne Anſwer now) 
O Sir ! ash not that; 
Ale he Vulgar know not why they fear, nor what. 


this 


lye 


But 


hoſe againſt Catiline, I account them beſt, —ů 
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Col. What pretty Gulls are theſe ? Pl rake 'em cf 
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Bu in their Humours ſo inconſtant be, == 
Nothing ſeems frrange to them but Conſt ancy. 
Has not my Friend approv'd himſelf a Poet? 

Alaz. The Verles, Sir, are excellent, but your Friend 
Approves himſelf a Thief. 

Eir. Why good Alazon ? 

Alaz. A Plagiary, I mean; the Verſes, Sir, 

Were ſtoll'n. 
Eir. From whom? 

Alax . From me, believ't, I made em. 

Eir. They are, alas! unworthy, Sir, your owning 
Such Trifles as my Muſe had ſtumbled on 
This Morning. 

Alaz. Nay, they may be yours: I told you 
Thar you come near me, Sir. Yours they may be. 
Good Wits may jump: bur ler me tell you, Ezr0n, 
Your Friend muſt ſteal em, if he have em. 


Alazon, you are learn'd. 

-Alaz. I know that. 

Col. And vertuous, 

Alaz. Tis confels'd, 

Col. A good Hiſtorian, 

Alaz. Who dares deny it? 

Col. A rare Arithmetician. 

Alaz. I have heard ir often. 

Col. I commend your Care, | 
That know your Vertues; why ſhould Modeſty 
Stop good Mens Mouths from their own Praiſe ? cu 


: 4 el bout de pr 
Are envious, and will rather blaſt our es 1 
With Infamy, than immortalize our Names: Seems 1 

When Fame hath taken cold, and loſt her Voice, In your 
We mult be our own Trumpeis; careful Men or oth 


Will have an Inventory of their Goods, Their k 
And why not of their Vertues? Should you ſay hould 
You. were not wiſe, it were a Sin to Truth. now. 


Let Eiron's Modeſty tell baſhful Lies, | Eir. 


o cloak and maſque his Parts; he's a Fool for t. 
Twas Heav'ply Counſel bid us know our ſelves. 
au may be confident, chaunt your own Encomiums. 
ing out a Panegyrick to your ſelf ; 
Ind your ſelf write the learned Commentary 
df your own Actions. x 
Ala. SoT have. 
Co. Where is it? 
Ala. Tis ſtoll'n. 
Co. I know the Thief; they call him Cæſar. 
po in good Sir; there is within, a Glaſs 
That will preſent you with the Felon's Face, Ex.Alax; 
iron, You hear the News? | 
Eir. Not I, what is it ? 
| Co: That you are held the only Man of Art. 
Eir. Ist currant, Colax ? 
Co. Currant as the Air; 


49 


% 


Eir, This is rhe firſt time J heard on't in truth 
an it be certain ? ſo much Charity left | 
Men's Opinion 2 

Co. You call that Charity, 
bich is their Duty. Verrue, Sir, like yours, 
ommands Mens Praiſes. Emptineſs and Folly, 
ſuch as Alazon is, ule their own Tongues, | 


Other Men's Mouths become your Trumpeters, 
und winged Fame proclaims you loudly forth 
From Fal to Weſt, till either Pole admire you. 
elf praiſe is bragging, and begets the Envy 
f them that hear ir, while each Man therein 
deems undervalu'd : You are wiſely filenr 
n your own Worth, and therefore 'rwere a Sin 
or others to be ſo? The Fiſh would lofe 
Their being mute, e're ſuch a modeſt Worth 
hould want a Speaker: Yer, Sir, I would have yon 


Vhile real Worth hears her own Praiſe, nor ſpeaks it. 


now. your own Vertues, be acquainted with 'em, ' 


Eir, Why, good Sir, bring me but acquainted with 
8 | 


. Cel. 


very Man breathes it for a Certainty. —— 4 
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15 JI MUSES | 
Col. There is a Glaſs within ſhews you your ſelf 
By a Reflection; ga and ſeek em there. 

Eix. I ſhould be glad to ſee em any where. Ex. Ei 
Reſc. Retire your ſelves again, for theſe are Sigh 

Made to revive, not burden with Delights. 
E xeunt omnt 

Fins Aus 3. 


. _ 


 ACTUS 4. SCENE A. 
—_ Enter Flowrdew, Bird, Roſcius. 


Bird. MIVIndignation boylerh like a Por, ö 
An over. heated Pot! ſtill, ftill it boy lech! N. 

It boylerh, and it bubbleth with Diſdain. a, 
Flow. My Spirit within me too, fumeth, I ſay hatt 
Fumeth, and ſteemeth up, and runneth o're he | 


With holy Wrath, at theſe Delights of Fleſh 4 
Roſe. The Actors beg your Silence——The next 1 
tue, whoſe Extremes we would preſent , wants a N. 
both in the Greek and Latin: 
Bi, d. Wants it a Name ? Tis an unchriſtian Vertu 
Roſc. But they deſcribe it ſuch a Med. ,t as 41:6 
us in the purſuit, and the refuſal of tle meaner Hou 
and ſo anſwers to Magnanimity , as Liberality to Ma 
nificence : But bere , that Humcur of the Perſons beis 
already foreſtall d , and no Pride naw fo much prafiii 
or countenanc'd as that of Apparel, let me preſeut 1 
\___,. Philorzmia, as over-curious Lady, too neat in her A:tint 
ud for Aphilotimus Luparius, a zaſty ſordid $lowen, 
%w. Pride is a Vanity worthy the Correction. 


Enter Plilotimia, Luparus, Celux. 


Phil. What Mole dreſt me to day? O Patience 


Ano would be troubled with theſe Mop-ey'd Cha Co, ] 
"I act. 


ber- Mails ? 


Looking-Glefs, 
There's a whole Hair on this fide more than rother, 


Vas ever Chriſtian Lady ſo rormented 

o wed a Swine as I am ? Make you read 
Laps. I would the Taylor had been hang d for me 
hat firſt invented Cloaths O Nature, Nature! 
ote cruel unto Man than all thy Creatures 

alves come into the World with Doublets on; 

Ind Oxen have no Breeches to put off. 

de Lamb is born with her Freez- coat about her: 
ogs go ro Bed in reſt, and are not troubl d 

ich pulling on their Hoſe and Shoes ith} Morning, 


nd a thouſand Torments that afflict Humanity. 
Phi. To ſee her Negligence! She hath made this 
much too pale, and hath forgot to whiten (Cheek 
he Natural Redneſs of my Noſe ; (he knows nor 
hat it is wants dealbation. O fine Memory! 7 
ſhe has not ſer me in the ſelf· ſame Teetn 
hat J wore Yeſterday, I am a Jew. 

oes ſhe think that I can eat twice with rhe (ame, 
Wr that my Mouth ſtands as rhe Vulgar does?) - 
Phat are you ſnoring there? You'll rite you Sluggard, 
Wed make you ready ? d n 
Ip. Rile, and make you Rag ? 
Evo Works of chat, your happy Birds make one,; 
Whey, when they riſe, are ready. Bleſſed Birds! 
Hey, fortunate Creatures! ſleep in their own Clothes, 
Id riſe with all their Feather beds about em. 
ou d Nakedneſs were come again in Faſhion ; 


$ 


we ſome hope now, when the Breaſts go bare 


heir Bodies too will come to ir in time. — 
Phi, Beſhrew her for't ; this Wrinkle is not fill'd.--- 
ou]! go and waſh—You are a pretty Husband ! 
Lupa, Our Sow ne're waſhes, yet the has a Face 

, thinks as cleanly, Madam, as yours is, 

Jou durſt wear your own. 
Co, Madam Superbia, 


F 2 Youre 


am no Lady elſe. Come on you Sloven. _ 7 


- . * i. ' - ! 
ith gartering, trimning, combing, buttoning. -—- - 


— 
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Muſt 4 rnaments. Nature adorns 


& The MUSES 
You're ſtudying the Lady's Library, 
The Looks 25 73 "Fis wel fo great a Beauty 


The Peacock's Tail with Stars; tis ſhe attires 

e Bitd of Paradice in all her Plumes ; 

She decks che Fields with various Flowers; tis ſhe 

N the Heav'ns with all choſe glorious Lights; 

She ſpotted th Ermin's Skin; and arm'd the Fiſh 

In ſilver Mail. But Man fhe ſent forth naked, 

Not that he ſhould remain ſo, but that he 

Indued with Reaſon, ſhould adorn himſelf 

With every one of theſe, The Silk-worm is 

Only Man's Spinfter, elſe we might ſuſpect ' 

That ſhe eſteem'd the painted Burrer+flie 

Above her Maſter- piece. You are the Image 

Of that bright Goddeſs, therefore wear the Jewels 

Of all the Eaſt; let is 3 2 be ranſack 

To make you glitter. K on Luparss 

Your Husband there, and fee how in a Sloven 

All the beſt Characters of Divinity, 

Not yer worn ont in Man, are loft and buried. 
Phi. I ſee it to my Grief, pray counſel him, 

Col. This Vanity, in your nice Lady's Humour, 

Of being fo curious in her Toys and Dreſſes, 

Makes me ſuſpicious of her Honeſty. 

Theſe Cobweb-lawns catch Spiders, Sir, belicve it 

You know that Cloaths do not commend the Man, 


But tis his Vertue; Though this Age prefer Ka 
A Cloak of Pluſh, before a Brain of Arr, ; 
You underftand what Miſery tis to have 7 
No Worth but that we owe the Draper for. 1 
No doubt you ſpend the Time your Lady loſes | 15 


In rricking up her B-, ro cloath the Soul. 
Lup. To cloarh the Soul? Muſt the Soul roo © 
I proreft, Sir, I had rather have no Soul, (cloarhd 
Than be rormented with the cloathing of ir. 
Roſc. To theſe enter the Extremes of Modeſty, a ne. 
Kynſwoman of the Vertyes, Anaiskyntia or Impudenct 


Baw'd; and Kataplectus, an over-baſtfl Scholar : 
here our Aut bor hopes the Women will pardon him , if. 
if four and twenty Vices, he preſents but two ARS and F 
Ir pudence) of their Sex. | 


Enter Anai anti. a, 2 


Phile. Here comes Auen! too ml Fares Li 
tus and Aſetus have ſent for me, | 
ind my Breach, nor perfum'd yer! 1 Kit. O ies 4 
ire the Gentlemen there already ? ee 
Anaiſ, Come away z 175 
Are you not aſhanꝰ d to be fo baſhful ? Wat: 
If I had thought of this in time, I Would 
s ſoon have ſeen you fairly hang d, as ſent. you 
oth* Uniyerfity; | i 2 
Phil. What Gentleman is that? 
Anaiſ. A ſhamefac'd Scholar, Madam —Look upon 
Speak to her, or you loſe your Exhibirion,— er, 
ou'll ſpeak I hope; wear not away your Buttons, | 
"Kath, What ſhould I ſay ms Wit . 
Anaiſ.. Why, tell her you are | 
q ſee her Ladyſhip in Health; Ko our ih itt, 


atap---Gaiideo te bene Ce 
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Lt: A 


| Phil, A pretty Proficient! 7 2 
bat Standing is he of i th Unix tity > > (um — 
Anai[,. He dares not apſwer to that Queſtion, Ma. 
Philo. How long have you been in the Academy ? 
Karap. Prefecto De—Domine ſw um Bac B Bat. 5 
 Chalaureus Artium.” 26 4 
Phil. What pit tis he is not polen! te 
Anal... Nay, Ar Tice) 15. gent ii 0 vaid ; > 5 
| _ as your 1 9050 pp ee 
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ood Practi 10 the uburbs 3 5, 
har our Mortalit. rhere, iS Vic 0 25 
o an Infection of the French Diſeaſe, Far 
ro my Nephew up ith. Univerſity, 2 70 
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Save me che e of keepin ceping a Phyſician ; 

But all in vain : He is fo baſhful, Madam, 

ble durſt not look upon = Woman's Water. q 
© Colax. Sweet Gentleman, proceed in Baſtfulneſs, 

Tis Vertue's beſt Preſerver ? 
Kuta. Rs dicis, fie R Ariſtoteles. 
Cal. That being gone, 

Tube reſt ſoon follow, and a ſwarm of Vice 
Egters the Soul; n Colour but 2 Bum (ges 
Becomes à young Man's Cheek: Pare Sharneful- 
Is Porter to the Lips, and Eats, chat nothing 
Might enter, or come out of Man, but what 
Is Good, and Modeſt. Nature ſtrives to hide | 

The parrs of Shame ; let her, the beſt of Guides, — 
| Katap. Natura dar optime. 

Colax. Teach us to do fo roo in out Diſcourſe. 
Katape Grat ias tibi ago. 
Philo. Inure him to ſpeak bawdy. 
— ' Anaif. Avery good way —Naraplectus, here's a Lady 
Would hear you ſpeak obſcenely. (tw, 
Katap. Obſcenum eft, quod intra ſcenam agi non op- 
Anaiſ., Off goes your Velvet Cap | Did I maintain 
To have you difobedienr ? You'll be perſwaded? (you 
Katap. Liberis operam dare. 
2 Whar's that in Engliſh? 
| To do an Endeavour for Children. (day! 
Lal Some more of this, it may be ſomerhing one 
Katap. Communis eft omnium = Area 
ni Appetituz procreands cad, = 
Phil. Conte me that. l[tite to 
Katap, All Creatures have a natural Dette gs Appe- 
Re joy ned together in the law ful Bands of Matrimony, 1 X 
Thar they may have Sons and Dangtrers. 8 P) 
Anaiſ. Your Landreſs has beſtow d her Tune but ill. 
Why could not this have been in proper Terms? 
It you ſhould catechixe . Head, and fay, 
hah Fr Name ? would i it not fay, a Head n 
my Skin confeſs it ſelf a Skin; 


ot an 
its 


Looking-Glaſs. | 55 
or any rt about me be aſham'd 50 
If its pt Name, 3 Lcatechiz eg 
|| over, me, good Nephew, ler nor " 
ne any Me ember of my ichen d. = 
ur Sroick, rhe 4 of Philoſophers, 

juſt of your Opinion and thus ar pre: 2 
15 thing obſcene ? The Filthi 

; either grounded in rhe Things — 

Or in the Words that ſignify thoſe things; 

ot in the Things, that would make Nature guilty, 
Vho creates nothing filctry and unclean, 

But chaſte, and honeſt. If not in the Thin 

ow in the Words, the ſhadows of thoſe hings 3 
To manure 3 is 4 chaſte honeſt Term; "Js. 
Another word that ſignifies rhe ſame, ES 

'nlawful. Every Man endures to hear 6.41 

e got a Child; Speak plainer, and he bluſhes, 

'er means the ſame, The Stoick thus diſpures, x 
That would have Men to breathe as freely downward, — 

is they do upward, 4 
Anaiſ. 1 commend hitm, Madam, 
nto your Lady ſhips' Service, he may mend wu! 
Vith Counſel; ler him be your er 1 
Madam, you may, in time, bring down his Legs 
[To the juſt fize, now over-grown with playing 
Too much at Foot-ball- 
Phile. So he will prove a Stoick, © 
ll long to have a Stoick ſtrut before me. 
Here kiſs my Hand. Come, what is that m Latin ? >. 
| Kata: De ofculor manum. ' 
| Philo, My, Lip ;---nay, Sir, you muſt if 1 command 
| Katap. Oſtulor te, vel ofcilor r W 
Philos His Breath ſmells en 
Anaiſ. Tis but of .Lo ch, e 

| Philo. He will come to it one day Vo x ſhall! go with ; 
[To fee an exquiſite Glaſs to dreſs me " me 
Nay, gol you maſt go firſt; you ate 100 5 inde 

is rhe Office of your Place, So—on— Extunt. 
Colax, 
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Colax. Slow Luparw riſe,or you Al eee 
Adleon's Fate is imminent. 
Lup, Where's my Wife? Wee © (Bawd 
Colax. She's gone with a young Snip, and an old 
Lap. Then I am cuckolded ; if I be, my Comfort is, 
— She has 4 me on a Cap, that will not trouble me 
With pulling off. Yer, Madam, I'll prevent you. Exit 
Role. The next are the, rome, of Juſtice, 


Enter ruſtice Nimis, 7 her Nihil. 
Ia. and e ir , 


Nim. Plus * | 
Plus. Whey — our oct ? 
Nim. Have my Tenants 
That hold their Leaſe of Luſt here in the Suburbs 
By Copy-hold from me, their Lord i in Chief, 
Paid their Rent· chartze 5 
Plus. They have, an't pleaſe y our Worſhip; "= 
I, Receiver-General, have given 9 ee p 
Parum. Sir, I reſig n 17 Pen and Ink: born to you; por 


I ſhall forget my Hand I ftay here. N 
I bave not made a Mitimus 722 Iſerwd you. And 
Were I a Reverend Juſtice, as you are, - | N 
I would nor fir a Cypher on the Bench, g 
But do as Juſtice Nims does, and be 7 
The Dominus fac-totum of the Seſſions. SOUP Ras 
Nibi /. But I will be a Dominu: Fae milo er Jam, 1 
Inſtead of your Totums.... ropes e ſhall not wiſh I 
To ſee my Spurs fifd off; it does me 8940 WP | 
To take.a merciful Nap. upon the Bench, 3 N 
Where I ſo ſweetly dream of being pic, a p 
I wake the better for it. wp * F _ 4 
Nim, The yearly Value A ee, eee On, 


Of my tair 1 of Cle: erb. Pon und 8 p 
So many—befides New: Year's Capons. The Lordihip Þ T1, 
Of manta ſo—which, with my Pick-harch Grange Wi 
And Mee. Farm, and other Fremiſes G das ? 


Looking-Glaſse 57 
;MAdjoyning—Very good | a pretty Maintenance 
endes the Fines I take of young Beginners, | 
Wirth Harriors of all ſuch as do, quatenus Whores, 
„And ruin'd Bawds ; with all Amercements due 


To ſuch as hunt in Purlieu This is ſomething, * — if 


With my own Game reſerv'd ! (73 
Plus. Befides, a pretty Pittance too for Me, 
That am your Worſhip's Baily ! 
Parum. Will't pleaſe your Worſhip , Sir, to hear 
the Catalogue W Y 
Of ſuch Offenders, as ate brought before you ? 
Nihil. It does not pleaſe me, Sir, to hear of any 
That do offend ; I wou'd the World were innocent. 
Yer, to exprefs my Mercy, you may read em. 
Par. Firſt, here is one-accus'd for cutting a Purle, 
Nihil. Accus d? Is that enough ? If it be Guilt 
To be accus'd, who ſhall be innocent? 
Diſcharge him, Parum. N 55 
Parum. Here's another brought 
For the ſame Fact, ta ne in the very Action- i 
Nihil. Alas! it was for Need, bid him rake warning, 
And ſo diſcharge him too; tis the firſt time. 
Nimis. Plus, (ay, What hopes of Gain brings this 
days Sin ? | 
Plus. Anaickyntia, Sir, was at Door, 
Brought by the Conſtable. | 
Nimis. Set the Conſtable by the Heels. 
She's at certain with us, el. 
Plus. Then there's Intemperance the Bawd. 
Nim. A Tenant too! | 
Plus. With the young Lady, Madam Incontinence. 


Nim. Search o'r my DoomfJay-Bcok is nor the Plus- i 


One of my laſt Compounders ? 
Plus. J remember it. 

Then there is jumping Jude, heroick Doll, | 

With bouncing Nan, and Ci,: your Worſhip's Sinner. 

Nm. All Subſidy Women, go free em all. 

| | Parum, 


[ 


To keep a Juſtice of Peace, and Quorum too SE ; 


4 
en 0 # 
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Parum. Sir, here's a known Offender ; one that hy 
Been ſtock d and whip'd innumetable times, 
Has ſuffer d Bridewell often ; not a Jayl 
Bur he's familiar with; burnt in the Hand, * 
Forchead and Shoulder 3 both his Ears cut off, 
With bis. Noſe flit ; what ſhall I do with him? 

Nihil. So often puniſh'd ? Nay, if no Correction 
Will ſerye his turn, e en let bim run bis Courle, 

Plus. Here's Mrs. Frailty too, the Waiting-woman. 
Nimm. For what Offence ? | 

Plus. A Sin of Weakneſs too. 

Nim. Let her be ſtrongly whip'd. 

Plus. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, 

She has a Nobleman's Letter, 

Nim, Tell her, Plus, ſhe muſt 
Have the King's Picture too. 

Play. Beſides, e 
Sh'as promis d me, I ſhou'd examin her 
Above i'th' Garret. 70 | 

Nim. What's all that to e:: 
— Plus. Ard ſhe entreats your Worſhip to accept. 
| Nim, . Nay, if ſhe can inereat in Engliſ:, Plus, 
| Say ſhe is injur 4. 

Par. Sir, here's Snip the Taylor, 
| Charg'd with a Riot. | 
Nihil. Parum, let him go, 
He is our Neighbour. 1 
Parum. Then there is 8 Stranger for quartelling. 
Nihil. A Stranger! O ' tis piry 
I 0 hurt a Stranger! we may be all Strangers, 
And would be glad ro find ſome Mercy, Parum. 
— Plus. Sir, here's a Gentlewoman of St. Jones 's, 1s 
| Charyg'd with Diſhoneſty. | 
Nim. With Diſhoneſty ? 
Severity will amend her; and yet, Plus, 
Ask her a Queſtion, if ſhe. will be honeſt? 
Plus. And here's a Cobler's Wife brought for a Scold. 
Nim. Tell her of Cucking-ſtools, tell her there be Bj, 
. | Oyfter- F 


— * 


— — —— 
bo 
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LOyſter-Queans, with Orange-Women, r 
Carts and Coaches ſtore, ro make a Noiſe; 
Vet if ſhe can ſpeak Engliſh, | 

We may fuppoſe her ſilent. 

Par. Here's a Barchellor 
And a Cirizen's Wife for flat Adultery ; 
What will you do with *em ? 

Nib. A Citizen's Wife! 

Perchance, her Husband is grown imporent, 

And who can blame her then? ü 
Par. Vet hope you'il bind over the Batchellor. 
Nib. No; Enquire 

Firſt if he have no Wife; for if the Batchellor 
ve not a Wife of his own, twas but Frailty; 

and fuſtice counts it Venial. 

Plus. Here's one Adicus, 
and Sophron, that do mutually accuſe 
Each other of flat Felony ! 
Nim. Of rhe two, which is the richer ? 
Plus. Adicus is the richer. 
Nan. Then Sopbron is the Thief. 
Plus, Here is, withal, 

 anourgus come, with one call'd Prodotes, 

Vho lay Treaſon, Sir, to one anothers Charge: 

Panourgus 15 the richer, 

Nim. He's the Traytor then. 
Plus. How, Sir? the richer ? y 
Nim. Thou art ignorant, Plus; 8 
e muſt do ſome Injuſtice for our Credit, 

Not all for Gain. ö 

Plus. Eutrapeles complains, Sir, 05 

Bomolecius has abus d him. 

Nim. Send Eutrapeles to'th' Jail. 

Plus. It is Eutrapeles that com plains, Sir. 

Nim. Tell him we are pleay'4 to think *rwas he of- 

tended. 
Vill wuſt be Law: Wer'r nor for Sammum Jui, 
Lw could the Land ſubſiſt? 


Cx, 
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Colax. Ay, or the Juſtices, | | Ni} 
Maintain themfelves---go on- The Land wants ſuch Pa 
As dare with Rigour execute her Laws. Ni} 
Her feſterd Members muſt be launch d and tented; Il Col. 
He's a bad Surgeon, that for Piry, ſpares ith 
The Part corrupted, till the Gangreen ſpread, gen 


And all the Body periſh ; he that's merciful 
Unto the Bad, is cruel to the Good. 
The Pillory muſt cure the Ear's Diſeaſe; 
The Stocks the Foot's Offences ; let the Back 
Bear her own Sin, and her rank Blood purge forth 
By the Phleboromy of a Whipping-Poſt : 
And yer the Secrer, and Purle-Puniſhmenr, 
Is held the wiſer Courſe ; becauſe, at once, 
It helps the Vertuous, and corrects the Virious. 
Let not the Sword of ſuſtice ſleep, and ruſt 
Within her Velvet Sheath; preſerve her Edge, 
And keep it ſharp with Cutting: Uſe muſt whet herz 
Tame Mercy is the Breaſt that ſuckles Vice, rike 
Till, Hydra- like, ſne multiply her Heads. 
Tread you on Sin, ſqueeze out the Serpent's Brains, 


WoL 
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All you can find—for ſome have lurking Holes 
Where they lye hid. But there's within, a Glaſs KN 
n 


Will ſhew you every cloſe Offender's Face. 
Nimm. Come, Plus, let's go in to find out thoſe Con ur 
cealmenrs ; oth 
We will grow rich, and purchaſe Honour thus 
I mean, to be a Baron of Summum Jur. Exit. Ni. Pl 
Parum. You are the ſtrangeſt Man! you will as 
knowledge 
None for Offenders ! here's one apprehended 
For Murther. 
Nihil. How ! 
Par. He kill'd a Man laſt Night. 
Nim. How came it to pals ? 
Par. Upon a falling our. 
Nib. They ſhall be Friends, I'II reconcilę em, Pars 


: 


Par, One of them is dead. 


Ni 


"it Looking-Glaſs. 
Nb. Is he not buried yet ? 
Par. No, Sir. | 
Nh, Why then, I ſay, they ſhall ſhake Hands. 
Col. As you have done 
ith Clemency, moſt Reverend Juſtice Nihil, 
gentle Mildneſs thrones it ſelf within you, 
our Worſhip wou'd have Juftice uſe her Ballance 
ore than her Sword; nor can you endure to dye 
he Robe ſhe wears deep Scarlet, in the Blood | 
df poor Offenders! How many Men harh Rigour 
y her too haſty and ſevere Proceedings hire 
revenred from Amendment, that per (ſtians ? | 
light have rurn'd h and have prov'd-good Chri- 15 
hould Fove nor ſpare his Thunder, but as often "| 
| 


diſcharge at us, as we dart Sins at him, 3 
rth would want Men, and He himſelf want Arms, 
ind yet tire Vulcan and Pyracmon too. rk 
ou imitate the Gods ! and he fins leſs 
'Wtrikes nor at all, then he ſtrikes once amiſs, — 
wou d not have Juſtice roo Faulcon- ey d; 1 
Somerimes a wilfull Blindneſs much becomes her; i 
\s when upon the Bench ſhe ſleeps, and winks i g 
t the Tranſgreſſions of Mortality: =P | | 
n which 17 aur Poſture, [have ſeen | 
Nour piriful Worſhip ſnoring our Pardons 2 
No rf. deſpairin 1 — There's within _ g | 
\ Mirrour, Sir, Fike you. Go ſee your Face, W | 
ow like Aſtreas tis in her own Glaſs. „rr 
Par. And I'll petition Juſtice Nimits Clerk __  -, 2 
o admit Me for his Under - Officer. Exem s. 
Enter Agroicus. N 
Roſc. This i Agroicus, 4 ruſt ick clowniſh Fellow, 
whoſe Rea ad 11 all * an Extreme of Urbani- 
ty, whereby yeu may chbſerve there is a Vertue in jeſting, 
Agro. es talk of wirty. Diſcourſe and 2 885 WH 
ceits, and I ken nor whar. a deal of prittle· prattle, 
would make a Cat piſs to heat em. Cannot tbey be | 
content with their Grandam's Enghſb 2 They think 
OE „ .. >, 
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they talk learnedly, wher'T had rather hear our br; 
did Cur hawl, or Sow grunt. They muſt be brea. 
ing of Jefts with a murrain, when I had as live hear 
em break Wind, Sirreverence! My Zon Dick i; i 
_-—_ bookiſh Scholar of his Age, God blels him! 
be can write and read, and make Bonds and Bille, 
and Hobligations, God ſave all? Bur by*r Lady, If! 
wotted it would make him ſuch a Jack-ſawce , as tg 
have more Wit than his Vore-vathers, he ſhould hate 
learn'd nothing for old Agroicus, but to keep a Tally: 
There is a new Trade lately come up to be a Veocaii 
on, I wis not what; they call 'em—Boets, a new 
Name vor Beggars I think, finee the Stature againk 
Gypſies. IT would not have my Zon Dick one of thoſe 
Boers for the beſt Pig in my Stye by the Mackim 
| ? Heav'n ſhield him, and zend him to be a good 
Voarmer ! If he can cry by, ho, gee, hut, gee, bo ,. 
| it is bettet I trow than being a Boer. Boets ? I had 
rather zee him remitted to the Jayl, and have his 
twelve. Godvatbers, good Men and true, con tem 
| him to the Gallows, and there ſee him vairly perſe-. . 
cured. There is Bomolchutr, one of the Boers : Now 
a bots rake all the Red · noſe Tribe of em for Agri 
cus 1 He does ſo ahuſe his Betters! Well, was a good 
World, when I virſt held the Plough ! 
Col. They cat'd not then ſo much for ſpeaking wel, 
As to mean boneſt ; and in you, ſtill lives 
| The good Simplicity of former Times: 
| When ro do well was Rhetorick, not to rat. K 
The Tongue - Diſeaſe of Court, fpreads her Infections 
{| Through the whole Kingdom, Flattery, that was won fan b 
0 To be confin d within the Verge, is nov [ MN 
. Grown Eridemical ; for all our Thoughts 
Are born een our Lips. The Heart is made 55 
A Stranger to the Tongue; as f it. ustd , 
' A Language that ſhe. never underſtoad. 
"Whar.ts.it to be witty in theſe Days, 
"Bur to be bawdy, or prophane ? ar leaſt 
Abuſive ? · Wit is grown a perulant Waſp, 
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And Ly 


Looking-Glaſs. 7 : 
And ſtings ſhe knows not whom, nor where, nor why; 
pues Vinegar and Gall on all ſhe meets, 
Wichout Diſtinction; buys Laughter with the Loſs 
Of Reputation, Father, Kinſman, Friend; 
Haunts Ord'haries, only to deliver 
he idle Tympanies of a windy Brain, 
hat beats-and throbs above the Pain of Child-bed, 
Will every Ear ſhe meets be made a Midwife 
Eo her light Baſtard. Iſſue. How many times 
Bomolochus's Sides and Shoulders ake and groan ! 
5 ſo witty—here he comes—away,— 
Agro. His Wit is dangerous, and I dare not ſtay. Exe. 
| Enter Bomolochus. 
' Roſc. This is the other Extreme of Urbanity. Bo- 
olochus, a Fellow conceited of his own Mit, though in- 
ed it be nothing but the baſe Dregs of Scandal, and a 
mp of moſt vile and loathſome Scurrility 
© Bird. I, chis is he we look d for all the while | 
rrility ! here the bark her i impious Throne! 
lere lies her heatheniſh Dominion, 
this moſt impious Cell of Corruption! a 
or tis a Purgatory, a meer Lymbo, 
Where the black evil and bls Dam, Scurrility, | 
nue the Roſt, foul Princes of the Air! 
urrility ! That is he that throwerh Scandals, 
dwerh, and rhrowerh Scandals, as cwere Dirr, | 
*. is gh the Face of N and N N 
3 is contagious ; like a Dr 
e belches Poyſon forth, Poyſon of the 12 "a 
rimſtone, hellifh and ſulphurous Poyſon! up 
will nor ſtay, bur fly as far as Zeal ox 
burry me—the Roof will fall and brain me, 
endure to hear his Blaſphemies, al 
graceleſs Blaſphemies 2 eng 
Reſc. He ſhall vent none here; ro 
t ſtay, and ſee how juſtly we have us d hi 
Flew. Sta =o „Brother, Ido drhe \ 
ory Hail ſacred Wit! Le bo 2 5 
enough To. 


* 
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To crown thy ſpacious Merit. 


N. On opt In 
Col. Crat inus, lis, Ariftophanes, - 
Or whatſoever Ot Wirdid give 3 
Old Comedies the Reins, and ler her looſe . 
To ſtigmatize what Brow ſhe pleas d with Slander, By 
Of People, Prince, Nobility—All muſt yield W. 
To this Triumphant Brain. Ou 
Bamo. Oh—Oh—Oh— Th 


Col. They ſay you'll loſe a Friend before a jeſt. 1 
"Tis true, chere's not a Jef thar comes from you, ] 


Thar is the true Mizerva of this Brain, ( 
Bur is ot greater value than a World Til 
Of Friends, were every pair of Men we meet Ha 
A Pylades and Oreftes. Kif 
Bomo. Oh—Oh—Oh— Ane 
Col. Some ſay you will abuſe your Father too, We 
Rather than loſe the Opinion of Wo ur Wir. Anc 
Who would not, that has ſuch a Wit as yours? Self 
*T were better twenty Parents were expos d Ha 
To Scorn and Laughter, than the ſimpleſt Thougb Ha. 
Or leaſt Conceit of yours, ſhould ab Abortive, Ane 
Or periſh a Brain-Embrio l For 
Home .Oh—Oh—Oh— © [ ca 
Col. How's this ? chat T ** grown filent that 9 Till 
Stood ftil to admire Þ - | She 
Bemo. Oh—Oh—Oh— Harmon Len 
Col. Twere better that the Sphears ſhould loſe the Vic. 
And all the Chorifters of the Wood grow hoarſe. I Tha 
bs gy Ar A vou ürſtſ;˖«!;ſ Ilha 
Domo. O * | * * 755 178 1 Sucl 
Col. Je envying that there was on Earl On: 
An Eloquence more than hig, has truck 2 dumb Tha 
E TEE Oh © r 
Fog — Pl 

992855 Sir, there's a Glaſs * will reſtore 0 


8 24 —5 Sweerneſs Angels might adore, 


lt 


"ity to my undoing! I have jeſted 
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Reſe. Thus, Sir, yowſee how we have put a Gg 


In the licentious Mouth of baſe Scurtilit 7; 


He ſhall nor, Mirlike, pu 
T infect the Place with pe 


e upward here. 
eil Breath ;. 2 


»; | 


We'll keep him Tongue - ty d; you, and-all, I prom iſe 
4 T chaſte Zones 


By Phebus and his Daughters, whoſe 
Were never yet by impure Hands unty 
Our Language ſhall flow chaſte ; nothing 


Bi d. This Gagg bath wrought my 


That can give juſt Offence to a. ſtrict Ear. 


een, 
Opinion of 


Flow. I begin to think em lawful Kecreations. 
col. Now there's none left here, whereon to practiſe, 
Ill flarrer my dear ſelf——O that my Skill h 
Had bur a Body, that I might embrace it, 
Kiſs it, and hug ir, and beger a Brood, 
Another Brood of pretty Skills upon it! 
Were I divided, I would hare all Beauries, 
And grow enamour'd with my ether half! 
Self- love, Narciſſus, had not been a Fault, 
Hadſt thou, inftead of ſuch a beaurious Face, 1 
Had but a Brain like mine. I can gild Vice, ä 
And praiſe it into Alchymie, till ii ga R 7 
For perfect. Gold, and cozen a rhe Touchſtone ;. - 
{ can perſwade a Toad into an Ox, paige 


Til well d roo big with my Hyperboles, 


She burſt aſunder; And tis Vertue's Name 1 of 
Lends me a Mask to ſcandalize her (elf. a 
Vice, if it be no more, can nothing do: 1 h 
That Art is great, makes Verrue guilty roo. + 
[ have ſuch —. Varienesof Colours, 
duch ſtüfts of Shapes, blue Proteus: ſure begot w. 
On a Camelion; and I change fo quick, D 


That I ſuſpect my Mother did conceive me, 
As they ſay Mares do, on ſome Wind or other · 
u peep to ſee how many Fools I've made 3 


With a Report of a miraculous Glas. 
Heaven bleſs me!] Lam rain'd! O my Brain, 
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elf thro an Eterna! iſ a5, conch 

12 lean Hump! ohh is AP Face” 
| * Poſt to pvertake me; I do 

A lent AI Phebus, 1 could curſe 
Thee'an' thy brittle Gifts: Pandoras Box? | 
Compar'd with this, might be eſteem d a Blefling, 
The Glaſs, which I conceiv d a fabulous Humour, 
Is to the heigbhe of I MOTT pee da Tru. 
The two 477 782 Venue there, 
Beholding how they Feil did exceed, 
For. want Rp juſt Proportion, joyn'd together, 
And are reduc' d intoa > Mean: 
As when the skilfull and deef learn d Phyficiarr 
Does take two different Pyſon 44 3k one x76 , 
The other in thę fame degree 
| And blends them both to make an Aa bee; 3 
Or as the Luteniſt, takes Flats and Sharps, 
And our of thoſe lo diſſonant Notes, does ſtrike 
A raviſhing Harmon 7 Now there is no Vice, 
Tis a bard World for Colax: What ſhift now > 
Dyſcolus dotlir expect me Since this Age 
Is grown too 7 0 to entertain a Paraſite, 
II to che Gfaß, Aud there turn Vertuous too 
Still 28 to pleaſe, though not to flatrer you, (Exit. 
Bird. There is good Ole indeed to be made 
From their Converfion't © + 
|. Flow. Very good infooth, 

And very due 56 By 4 3 FAT 
Reſe. Give your Eyes ſome reſdice: 
| You know already what our Vices de; * 
in the next Act you To our f ſee. | 


A 


Exeunt. 


II 2 — — 


— 
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eſcing, Flowrdew, Bird. 


| Flow. NO W. verily, I find the devout Bee 
| May fuck the Honey of good Doctrine thence, 
And 


Looking · Glan. 6577 


nd bear ĩt to the Hive of het Family, 
Vhence the prophane and irre one Spyder 
Pathers her —— Venom I have pick d 
Dur of the Garden of this Play, a good 

ind wholſome Salad of Inftruction— - 
hat do you next preſent ? 

Roſe. The ſeveral Vertues. 


Bird. I hope there be no Cardinal Vertyes there 28 


Roſe. There be __ i; 
Bird. Then IU ſtay ; I hate a Vertue 


hat will be made a Cardinal: Car dinakVermues, | 


ext ro Pope-Vertues, are moſt impious. 
iſhop-Verrues are unwarrantable ; 
hate a Vertue in a Morris dance. 
will allow of none bur I ct ſie 

r Elder-Vertues, 

Neſe. Thoſe are Moral. Vertues. 4 
Bird. Are they Ln · Vertues ? 

Roſe. Yes. J 

Bird. Then they are Lawful ; 

ertues in Orders are unſanctify d. | 
Roſe. We do preſent + nar they ae, | 
all their State, in a full a 0 
Bird. What Dance 58 

o wanton Jigg 1 hope; no Dance is Evi 

It Pronkum Pranlum ! 

Flow, Will Vertues dance ?- 


Vile, Abſurd, Maypole Maid Mania Verraes] 


Roſe. Dancing i is Lawbul. 
: Flourifh. F 
Enter eee 


Who's this? 
ſe. It is the Mother of Vereben. 


Roſe, It is the Golden Mecdlioeriti y, 
low. She locketh like the Idol of Chrapſide. | 
Med, I am that eves Courſe that mult be kept 


Few, Mother of Pearl, |Ethiok, the is o gawdy. 


To 
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- To ſhun two dangerous Gnlfs ; the middle Tract 
"Twixr Sty/la and Charjbdis ; the fmall Iſthmus 
That fuffers nor th' Agean Tide to meet 
The violent Rage of the Ionian Wave. 
I ama ge ore an impetuous Sea; 
Free and fafe Paſſage to the weary Step: 
But he whoſe Wanronneſs or Folly dares 
Decline to either ſides: falls deſperate 
Into a certain Ruin, — Dwell with me, 
Whoſe Manſion is nor plac'd ſo near the Sun, 
As to complain of's Neighbourhood, and be ſcorchd 
Wich his Directer Beams: Nor ſo remote 
From his bright Rays, as to be ſituate 
Under the Icy Pole of the cold Bear; 
Bur in a temperate Zone: Iis I am She, 
Lam the Golden Miediocrity | 
The Labour of whoſe Womb are all rhe Vertues, 
And oy Paſſion roo commendable :_ 
Sifters ſo like themſelves, as if they were 
All bur one Birth; no difference ro diſtinguiſh em, 
Bur a Reſpect they bear ro ſeveral Objects; 
Elſe had their Names been one, as are their Feature: 
So when eleven fair Virgins of a Blood. 
All Siſters, and alike grown ripe of Years, 
Match into-feveral Houſes, from each Family 
Each makes a Name diſtinct, and all are different 
They are not of Complexion red or pale, 
Bur a ſweet mixture of the Fleſu and Blood, 
As if both Roſes were confounded there. 
Their Stature, neither Dwarf nor Gyantiſh, 
But in a comely well - diſposd Proportion; 
And all ſo like their Mother, that indeed 
They are all mine, and I am each of them. 
When in the midſt of Dangers, I ſtand up, 
A wary Confidence betwixt Fear and Daring, 
Nor ſo Ungodly bold, as nor to be 
© Fearful of Heav'ns juſt Anger when ſhe ſpeaks: 
In Prodigies, and · cremble at the hazard 


01 


} 


In leſſer Dignities I want a Name; 
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Of my Religion, ſhake to {ee my Country 's 1 
Threatned with Fire and Sword, be a ſtark Coward — © 
To any thing, may blaſt my Reputation: 1 
Bur I can ſcorn the worſt of Poverty, 
Sickneſs, Capriviry, Baniſnment, Grim Death, 
If ſhe dare meet me in the Bed of Honour; 
Where, with my Country's Cauſe upon my Sword, 
Notedg'd with Hope or Anger, nor made bold 
With civil Blood, or cuſtomary Danger ; 
Nor the Fool's Whetſtone, Inexperience ; 
I can throw Valour as a Lightning from me, 
And then I am the Amazon Fortitude ! 
Give me the moderate Cup of Lawful Pleaſures, 
And I am Temperance. Take me Wealtt's juſt Steward, ..... 
And call me Liberality ; with one Hand 1 
Pil gather Riches home, and with the other 
Rightly diſtribute em; and there obſerve 
The Perſons, Qpantiry, Quality, Time and Place, 
And if in great Expences I be 100 
Chief Arbitreſs, I can in glorious Works, 
As raiſing Temples, Statues, Altars, Shrines, 
Veſtures, and Ornaments to Religion, be 
Neither roo Thrifty, nor roo Prodigal; 
And to my Country the like Mean obſerve, — 
In building Sbips and Bullwarks, Caſtles, Walls, 
Conduirs, Theatres, and what elſe may ſerve 
For Uſe or Ornament: And ar Home be Royal 
In Buildings, Gardens, coſtly Furniture; 
In Entertainments free and hoſpirable, 
With a Reſpect to my Eſtate and Means, 
And then I may be nam'd Mapnificence ; = 
As Magnanimity, when I wiſely aim * 
Ar greateſt Honours, if I may deſerve em, 
Not for Ambition, but for my Countries Good; 
And in that Vertue all the reſt do dwell, 


— — 
— * 
—— —. — — — 


And when I am not over patient,” 
To put up ſuch groſs Wrongs as call me Coward, 


But can be angry, yet in that obſerve What 
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Look that it be nor ſuddain, nor too thirſty 
Of a Revenge, nor violent, nor greater 
Than the Offence ; know my time when, where * 
I muſt be angry, and how long remain ſo; 
hen, then you may ſirname me Manſuetude ! 
When in my Carriage and Diſconrſe, I keep 
The Mean that neither flatrers nor offends, 
lam that Vertue the well-natur'd Court 
Gives Name, and ſhou'd do, being Conte. 
Twixt ſla, diſſembling, and proud Arrogance, 
I. am the Vertue Time calls Daughter, Truch. 
Give me my Sword and Ballance rightly ſway d, 
And Juſtice is the Title I deſerve. 
When on this Stage I come with innocent Wir, 
And jeſts that have more of the Salt than Gall, 
That move the Laughter and Delight of all, 
Without the Grief of one; free, chaſte Conceits; 
Nor ſcurril, baſe, obſcene, illiberal, 
Or contumelious Slanders, I am then 
The Vertu they have rerm'd Urbanity ! 
To whom, if your leaſt Countenance way appear, 
She vows to make her conſtant Dwelling here. 
My Daughters now are come. 
The SO NG. 
The Mask, wherein all the Vertues dance tegether. 


: 
| 
| 


Can find no-berter ; and the Marry'd roo 
May wed em, yet not wrong their former Wires. 


May wed two Vertnes, yet no Bigamy ; 
le that weds moſt is chaſteſt; Theſe are all 
| The Daughters of my Womb; I have five more, 
The happy Iſſue of my Intellect, RES, 
And thence ſirnam d the Intellectual Vertues. 
They now attend not on their Mother's Train, 
We hope they act in each Spectator's Brajn.— 


— 


— 


What Cauſe hath mov'd my Anger, and with whom; 


Med. You have ſeen all my Daughters, Gentlemen: 
Chuſe you Wives hence; you that are Batchellors 


Two may have the fame Wife, and the ſame Man 


Lhaye a Niece belides, a beautious One, _ My 
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My Daughter's dear Companion —lovely Friendſhip, 
Royal Nymph ! Her we preſent not roo, 
It is a Verrue we expect from you. 

| Exit cum Choro eantantium. 

Bird.-O Siſter, -whar a glorious Train they be! 

Flow. They ſeem to me the Family of Love, —— 
zut is there ſuch a Glaſs, good Reſcius ? 

Roſe. There is; ſent hither'by the Great Apolld, 
Vho is the World's bright Eye, and every Day 
det im his Car of Light, ſurveys the Earth 
rom Eaſt· to Weſt; who finding every Place 
ruitful in nothing but fantaſtick Follies, 

\nd maſt ridiculous Humours, as he is 

The God of Phyſick, thoughr ir appertain d 
o him to find a Cure to purge the Earth 

Of Ignorance and Sin, two Grand Diſeaſes, 
and now grown Epidemical: Many Receits 

e thought upon, as to have planted Hellebore 
nevery Garden But none pleas'd like this. 

e rakes our Water from the Muſes Spring, 
und ſends it to the North, there to be freez'd 
mo a Chriſtial That being done, he makes 
\ Mirrour with it: and inſtills this Vertue, 

hat it ſhould, by RefleCtion, ſhew each Man 
ul his Deformiries both of Soul and Body, 

And cure em both.— 

Flow. Good Brother let's go ſee it! 

iints may want ſomething of Perfection. 

Roſe. TT he Glaſs is but of one day's continuance; 
or Pluto, thinking if ir ſhould cure all, 

is Kingdom wou'd grow empty, (for "tis Sin 

hat peoples Hell) went to the Fates, and bid 'em 
pin it roo ſhorr>a Thread; (for every Thing, 

s well as Man, is meaſur'd by their Spindle.) 

hey, as they muſt obey, gave ir a Thread 

o longer than the Beaſts of Hyppanis, 

hat in one Day is ſpun, drawn our, and cur, 

ty Nut Phebus, ro require the black God's Envy, 


2 


ill, : 


— 


2 
——— — — —-V—᷑ 
- 


Will, when the Glaſs is broke, transfuſe her Vertue 
To live in Comædie If you mean to ſee it, 
Make haſte 
Flow. We will go 

Roſe.' Nor is the Glaſs of ſo ſhoet Life L fear, 


As this poor 
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Poſt to Reformation. 


_ Exennt, 


Labour — our diſtruſtful Author 


Thinks the ſame Sun chax roſe upon her Cradle, 
Will hardly ſer before her Funeral! 


i= 


her again, and 


Your gracious and kind Acceptance may 
er alive from Death or when ſhe's dead, 
ſpin her a new Thread. 


Re- Enter Flowrdew and Bird. 


Flow. This Ignorance even makes Religion ſin, 


Sets Zeal u 


the Rack, and ſtretches her 


Beyond her length Moſt bleſſed Looking-Glaſ; 
That didſt inſtruct my blinded Eyes to 5 
I might have gone to Hell che Narrow Way ! 


Bird. Hereaſter I will viſit Comedies, 


7. 


And ſee em oft; they are good Exerciſes - 
Tl reach Devotion now a milder Temper, 
Not that it ſhall loſe any of her Heat 


Or Purity, but henceforth ſhall be ſuch, (Excun 
As ſhall burn bright, although not blaze 


ſo much. 


8 


3 Y 


* E Stage (che 
Soldier 


Roſcius ſolus. 
Muſes Locking ·glaß) is meant 


Tour ſelves unto your ſel ves ſtill to 
bimſe i in Hector ſee, 


Grave Councellors, Neſſor, view ther:ſelues in thee. 
Pear, 


When Lucrece Part ſhall on our Stage 4 


Every chaſte Lady ſets her Shadow there. 


Nay, come who will, for Our inaiſfer ext Glaſſes | 
both Fools and Knaves, and all thtir Faces, 


Will foew 


To dex and c ew. 


We do not doabt bat eachone-now that's hive, * 
That has e jair Soul, and & beautious Face, 


Willtiſit eſt the Muſes 


— Bit we need not 


FINTS, 


* 


fear, 
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